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TESTIMONII  VARIORUM. 


Arlington  Street. 

To  Mr.  POWELL, 

I THINK  myself  much  obliged  by  the  very 
agreeable  present  of  your  Tragedy  of  Edgar  and  Eltrida, 
which  I have  but  to  day  received  from  Strawberry  Hill ; and 
have  read,  with  great  pleasure,  although  I am  at  present  much 
afflicted  wdth  the  gout.  Give  me  leave  to  say,  that  I think  it 
a very  extraordinary  imitation  of  Shakespeare  ; — discover- 
ing much  genius.  I yet  must  take  the  liberty  of  wishing  you 
had  been  somewhat  more  correct  in  the  measure,  which,  al- 
though after  his  manner,  will  not  be,  now-a-days,  allowed; 
and,  perhaps,  still  less  any  irregularity  in  the  conduct  of  the 
Drama.  There  is,  I own,  great  merit  in  having  shewn  how 
happily  you  have  catched  his  mode  of  writing. 

As  to  the  detached  scenes  of  your  other  piece,  I cannot  so 
w'ell  judge  without  seeing  the  whole. 

I am,  <Scc. 

HORACE  WALPOLE. 


Arlington  Street. 

SIR, 

I THANK  you  for  the  IMSS.  of  your  other 
Play,  ‘The  Children  in  the  Wood;’  but,  at  the  same 
time,  1 must  say,  that  to  decypher  your  minute  writing,  a 
microscope  must  assist  common  eyes.  I have,  however,  with 
much  straining  mine  received  much  gratification  from  the  pe- 
rusal; and  had  not  Shakespeare,  by  his  Macbeth,  been 

before 
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before  3’ou,  I should  have  highly  congratulated  you.  To  ap- 
proach so  great  a master  is,  notwithstanding,  very  meritorious ; 
although  the  similarity  ot  many  of  your  scenes  to  his,  lessen 
your  claim  to  originality.  Be  this  as  it  may,  I have  derived 
much  entertainment  from  your  Play;  and  for  that  I beg  leave 
to  thank  you. 

I am,  *^c. 

HORACE  \VALPOLE. 


Briirfit/tchnsloric. 

MY  GOOD  FRIEND, 

THE  opinion  you  have  of  my  judgment 
does  me  great  honour.  Sincere,  I am  sure,  you  shall  ever 
find  me  in  all  I say.  \ our  Tragedy,  I swear  by  all  the  IMuses, 
is  good;  and  from  the  variety  of  interesting  events,  must,  if 
all  feel  as  I have,  succeed  very  well  in  the  representation. 

You  walk,  1 see  plainly,  in  the  steps  of  our  great  dramatist, 
and  you  certainly  come  nearer  to  him  than  any  of  his  imita- 
tors; but  let  this  he  rather  in  the  choice  and  arrangement  of 
his  incidents,  and  the  sublimity  of  his  sentiments,  than  his  diction 
and  numbers,  in  both  which  he  was  faulty  : or  rather  it  was  the 
fault  of  an  age  just  returning  from  Barbarism.  I could,  there- 
fore, wi^h  some  afiected  and  obscure  phrases  liad  been  omit- 
ted; or,  if  you  please,  may  be  amended,  as  I find  from  some 
liberties  I have  taken,  might  easily  be  done.  That  the  victory 
of  the  English  was  owing  to  the  JBeB/i  falling,  by  mistake,  on 
one  another  in  the  dark,  in  the  enemy's  camp ; is  it  founded 
on  historical  faith,  or  your  own  invention?  By  tliis  your  hero, 
f.DGAR,  is  no  hero  at  all  : but  ‘ agnosco  fori  cm  Britonis  ani- 
mumJ  Vincit  amor  Pafricc.  Y’cu  see  how  free  I am.  If  our 
stars  shoidd  again  iring  us  together,  I should  have  great  plea- 
sure in  going  over  the  whole  Drama  together. 

Let  me  kuowyourpreci.se  meaning  of  giving  you  notes.  I 
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own  I slioiikl  be  proud  to  be  tacked  to  a work  of  so  much 
merit,  as,  in  every  thing,  I shall  be  glad  to  demonstrate  with 
what  affection  I subscribe  myself,  dec. 

HENRY  MICIIELL, 

Rector  of  Briglitlielnistone,  and  Aiitlior  of  Arte  Mcdendi 
Opus  IMusice  apnd  Priscos,  exc. 


FROM  THE  SAME. 

B r'rM  t helm  A one. 

DEAR  SIR, 

THE  continual  hurry  of  this  place  oi)structs 
my  desire  ot  otten  writing.  I have  more  than  once  gone  over 
your  EdCxAR,  and  Elfrio.a,  .and  every  time  with  increased 
gratification,  '^'ou  have  given  a true  and  lively  portrait  of 
your  heroine  ‘ that  makes  it  the  more  reiuarkalde 

why  tlie  Rev.  M.  should  have  painted  her  a.s  an  angel.  But 
as  your  walks  are  very  difierenl  we  will  not  confront  tliem. 
The  diction  of  Siiakkspk.mik  is  now  deified  to  Tragedy,  like 
to  N.f:viits  of  old,  we  moderns  should  be  thought  to  have  lost 
all  modesty  if  \se  cemsure. 

“ Qinv  gratis  rEsupus,  quee  doclus  Roscius  cgit."  Be  it  so, 
let  it  be  the  road  to  thcatEcal  fame  ; yet  if  you  are  e.xcessive 
in  the  use  of  it,  or  ailectial  where  neither  force  or  grace  re- 
cpiiie  it,  you  will  be  mauled  by  the  critics.  But  gs  I see  great 
merit,  J think  it  worth  taking  pains  about. 

Not  (me  ot  the  worshippers  of.AjioHo  have  1 seen  this  sum- 
mer that  I coidd  take  into  my  council. 

'I'iie  attractions  which  abound  in  this  place  distract  the  grave 
mind,  and  nothing  so  unfit  at  this  seasem  as  the  study  of  lite- 
rature! All  is  pleasure  and  dissipation;  ImL  in  the  midst  of 
all, 

1 am  your’s,  $:c. 

HENRY  aIK'HETL. 

Be  fill  fort 
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Beaufort  Buildings. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND, 

I have  just  time  to  say,  that  I have  read, 
and  that  I like  your  play  very  much.  Do  you  wish  I should 
shew  it  to  Garrick  ? 

Your’s,  &c. 

Rd.'CHAMBERLAYN.^ 

* Unde  of  Ridiard  Brinsley  Sheridan,  and  Author  of  many  poetical  pieces 
in  the  ‘ Shamroc,’  and  other  periodical  publications. 

REP  L Y, 

NO:  by  no  means,  would  I wish  even  to  be 
known  as  an  author — attackable  by  all. 

Your’s,  &c. 

T.  P. 


LETTER  FROM  LADY  *. 

AMONG  other  things,  my  dear  Sir,  have  I 
to  thank  you  for  your  pleasant  play  ; and  so  handsomely  bound 
withal.  I have  read  it  with  much  gratification,  and  I admire 
the  portraits  you  have  drawn  from  true  history  of  the  times. 

We  ladies  are  obliged  to  the  Reverend  M.  for  his  very  flat- 
tering picture  of  the  beautiful  Elfrida;  beautiful  in  mind 
as  well  as  person!  but  though  you  have  very  interestingly 
painted  her  enchanting  figure,  I own  you  have  but  done  her 
justice,  in  the  delineation  of  her  heart,  which,  certainly,  from 
the  events  in  history,  was  bad,  and  sacrificed  every  thing  to 
ambition;  not  only  her  noble  and  very  amiable  husband,  but 
the  son  of  her  royal  spouse.  I shall  give  your  book  most  cer- 
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tainly,  a distinguished  place  on  the  shelf  of  my  selected  favo- 
rites, as  in  the  closet  of  my  mind  I do  its  author. 

I am,  &c. 

L. 


FROM  THE  SAME. 

DEAR  SIR, 

I HAVE  again  read  your  play,  and  the  Rev. 
M's.  dramatic  poem,  d la  Grecque.  I find  that  John  Bull  with 
difficulty  received  it,  although  much  fine  seducing  music  was 
added  for  its  protection ; but,  like  our  palates,  there  is  as  much 
difference  in  literature  as  in  aliments. . The  Greek  sauces  are 
not  relished  by  an  Englishman.  The  Rev.  has  followed  Gay's 
rule  in  his  portrait  of  Elfrida  : he  has  drawn  it  from  Venus  ; 
you  seem  to  have  done  it  from  Alecto.  By  Ethelwolds 
soliloquy  in  4th  scene,  act  1st,  you  make  us  women  the  insti- 
gators of  all  evil,  scarce  mitigated  by  the  compliment  just 
before  given  them.  I am  perhaps  not  singular  in  knowing  our 
influence  on  your  sex,  but  do  you  act  fairly  by  us  in  this,  be- 
cause there  have  been  bad  events  deriving  from  the  folly  or 
madness  of  man,  as  well  as  the  wicked  hearts  of  some  women. 

When  properly  treated  we  females  certainly  do  sooth  the 
asperities  of  human  nature,  and  make  you  not  only  pleased 
with  us,  but  with  yourselves.  I yet  can  forgive  you,  for  the 
interest  you  have  created  in  my  mind  for  your  Editiia  and 
Ellenor.  Your  persuasives  against  suicide  are  the  best  I 
ever  met,  and  beat  old  and  cold  moral  reasonings  out  of  doors. 

I am,  &c. 

L. 


Richmond. 
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DEAR  SIR, 


Tiichmond. 


YOU  have  given  me  no  unpleasing  task,  but, 
on  the  contrary,  a great  pleasure  in  the  e.rawew  of  your  play  ot 
‘ The  Children  in  the  Wood,’  to  ascertain  or  to  explode 
what  the  Honourable  Horace  ^Valpole  has  written  you  respect- 
ing the  parts  which  resemble  scenes  in  IMacbeth. 

In  the  general  cast  of  both  the  dramas  there  may  be  some 
similarity ; such  as  the  steps  of  ambition  in  the  one  teading  to  a 
murder,  whose  end  was  regal  honors ; and  the  other  whose 
steps,  by  a murder,  led  to  riches,  and  the  possession  of  a beau- 
tiful woman.  Ambition  was  the  ground  of  one : avarice  and 
lust  the  other.  This,  indeed,  would  be  saying  nothing  more 
than  what  most  tragedies  possess;  a mixture  of  these  same 
passions;  the  honourable  gentleman,  therefore,  could  not  pos- 
sibly mean  these.  : 

I imagine  the  consimilarity  he  observed,  was  in  the  witchery 
scenes  of  both,  and  indeed  I think  with  him,  that  you  certainly 
had  your  eye  on  Shakespeare  in  that  place,  and  there  only. 
But,  allowing  this,  I can  scarce  blame  you,  and  from  this  con- 
sideration; that  (as  I have  heard  you  say,)  it  is  allowable 
to  catch  a hint  from  a brother  author,  or  as  the  French- 
man said,  ‘ to  light  your  candle  at  his  flame,  but  not  to 
steal  the  Hambeau.’  I cannot  agree  to  call  it  plagiarism, 
when  an  author  new  casts  the  matter,  and  gives  it  abso- 
lutely a new  mould.  This,  I think,  you  have  done  effectually. 
The  cavern  scene  of  Macbeth,  which  is  the  only  one  you 
have  borrowed  from,  is  a solemn,  serious,  and  indeed  the  finest 
that  ever  entered  the  brain  of  man,  unless  you  should  accuse 
Shakespeare  himself  oi  plagiarism;  in  that  the  same  visions 
of  futurity  are  in  the  Odyssey,  next  in  the  .Eneid,  and  in 
^Miltok,  though  he  may  have  thought  of  Shakespeare. 
Indeed  I admire,  that  these  coincidences  of  so  fine  a business 

have 
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huve  never  been  touched  upon  by  their  critics^  being,  in  mv 
opinion,  sublime  and  beautiful  beyond  all  praise.  The  only 
use  that  T see  you  havehuade  of  it,  is  to  make  a laughable 
scene  against  the  weak  and  credulous  mind,  of  which,  even 
among  people  of  some  rank,  we  have  daily  proofs.  Even  to 
this  hour,  in  our  public  prints,  we  see  advertisements,  from 
adepts  in  the  occult  sciences,  and  casts  of  nativities,  &c.  in 
common  speech,  fortune  tellers,  from  communications  with 
spirits,  &c. 

A modern  tragedy,  with  serious  scenes  of  the  kind,  would 
quickly  be  exploded,  as  the  superiormind  is  illuminated  against 
all  such  revelation.  But,  in  the  farcical  laugh,  it  would  not 
fail  being  highly  applauded.  Valet  res  ludicra^—llo^,) 
I am,  therefore,  of  opinion,  that  Mr.  \V.  would  have  withdrawn 
his  stricture,  had  he  considered  the  grounds  on  which  you  have 
imitated  the  great  Shakespeare.  It  would  go  beyond  my 
commission,  were  I to  extend  my  exarnen  of  this  your  play, 
which  I am  free  to  pronounce  such,  as  will  please  either 
on  the  stage  or  in  the  closet.  The  old  popular  song  has  stood 
the  test  of  ages:  by  the  additional  business  which  you  have 
made  grow  out  of  the  main  stem,  you  must  inevitably  increase 
the  number  of  your  readers,  who,  I think,  will  be  your  ad- 
mirers. Give  me  leave  to  finish  with  one  word  more : that  the 
insanity  of  your  heroine  arises  and  proceeds  on  the'  most  na- 
tural grounds,  and  terminates  more  movingly,  than  any  dra- 
matical madness  I can  recollect,  and  cannot  fail  of  favoritism. 

I am, 

W. 


Printed  by  C.  Roworth,  Bell  Yard,  Temple  Bar. 
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"SONNET. 

To  the  Rev.  H.  MICHEL, 

OF  BRIGHTHELMSTONE. 


I 

Fr  I E N D,  Guide  and  Guardian  of  the  penfive  Bard, 
Whofe  primy  lays  thy  follering  eye  approv’d, 

Whilft  on  thy  Ocean’s  fide,  in  fafeft  guard. 

Thy  halcyon  wing  protedted  what  it  lov’d. 

On  them  hill  call  thy  ever  genial  beam, 

Difcerning  pow’r!  which  all  the  learn’d  revere, 

Whilft  high-lov’d  Ho  el  is  the  Mufe’s  theme. 

And  amourous  Edgar’s  vengeance,  too  fevere  I 

Repel  all  blafts — fliould  four-fac’d  blafts  arife. 

Which  oft  difturb  the  calm  poetic  reft  : 

The  downy  plume,  which  from  the  Cygnet  flies. 

Sports  happy,  unattack’d,  on  Ocean’s  breaft. 


Free, 


Free,  unambitious  of  the  common  eye, 

Our  well-found  bark— fea- worthy  in  its  ftorc. 
Spreads  its  white  fail  to  a fequefter’d  fky, 

Tho’  fearlefs  of  the  tempefl’s  idle  roar. 

Of  Fame  while  carelefs,  proud  our  joy  to  fpy 
W^ALPOLE  applaud,  as  Michel  did  of  yore. 


EDGAR  and  ELFRIDA. 


\ 

¥/itK  the  Defeat 


O F' 


HOEL,  Prince  ofWales. 


BY 

T.  D E MON  M O U T H. 


G 3 973 
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/Ti,y>-3  . 

■JTR  0 M the  chronicles  of  this  dark  and  remote 
period  of  the  Englijh  hifory,  we  may  gather 
thefe  particulars  : namely,  That  king  Edgar  con- 
quered many  rebellious  parties  in  his  dominions  ; that 
E,  Ethelwold  was  murdered ; that  the  king  married 
his  widow  ; that  the  Welch  were  trouhlefome  to  him; 
that  he  quieted  them,  and  politicly  changed  their  pe- 
cuniary tribute  into  that  of  wolves  heads  : and  lafly, 
that  his  fon  Edxvard,  by  one  of  his  mijlrejfes,  fuc- 
ceeded  to  his  crown,  and  was  foon  after  fabbed  by 
his  fep-mother  the  queen  Elfrida, — Thefe  faEls  are 
the  foundation  of  our  play  : whether  they  are  repre- 
fented  in  precife  order  of  time  or  not,  is  quite  im- 
m'aterial  in  a work  of  this  kind  : but  the  charaBers 
are,  we  truf,  of  the  fame  complexion  the  hifories 
paint  thein. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Scene,  A deep  Wood. 

Enter  the  Genius  of  the  Britifh  Theatre,  in  the 
Chara61er  of  an  Enchanter. 

Brit  O N S,  to  you,  and  you  alone  I come — 

Knon/j  ye  not  mey  the  Genius  of  this  place  I—' 

It  is  enchantment  all  ye  here  behold, — 

And  th^ inchanter. — Time  exifs  not  here 
As  in  your  ‘ njifble  diurnal  Jphere 
Within  this  magic  gro<ve'*s  another  woorld ; 

Warmed  by  another  fun,  and  other  fiars  ; 

Subje^ed  to  our  uncontroulable  ov///.— 

At  ‘vuame  o' my  nsjand  I can  create  ne-iu  •worlds  : 

At  •vja^ve  o' my  nvand  I can  raife  up  the  dead  : 

At  (wa-ue  o' my  •wand  I can  tecall  the  paf. 

A thoufand  ages  at  my  beck  fiy  off. 

Like  a ^vacant  feep  unimaged  •with  dreams^ 

I can  tranfport  ye  hence,  in  a trance. 

To  e'very  climate  of  the  unvverfe  : 

In  the  t^winkling  of  an  eye — yea,  in  a •way 
Smooth  as  the  do’iwn  on  fancy's  gentle  •wing, 

^This  night  •we  bring  a •vifon  old  before  ye  .* 

Se^ven  hundred  years  agone  beheld  it  real. 

Ha^ve  ye  not  heard  of  Edgar  P — in  this  ife, 

A youthful  monarch  of  mof  gentle  nature  P 
Ye  noTv  jhall  fee  him  as  he  •was  in  life. 

So  Jhall  ye  hear  hitn  fpeak — fo  mo-ue-^fo  lo-ve  : 

—Yea,  ye  Jhall  nonx)  behold  that  paragon. 

The  fair  Elfrida,  •whofe  foft  eye  produc'd 

Luft, — treachery, — murder, — beauty's  dreadful  train. 

Sirs,  ye  Jhall  yet  in  this  our  glajs  fur^vey 
An  ancient  hero  of  true  Britijh  race  % 

By  nature  pupil  to  philofophy— 

Unarrogant  of  foul— Jurnam' d * the  good 
Till  by  indignity,  and  youthful  pride. 

That  fpirit  meek  became  a lion  fierce  : 

Hero  unconquerable,  but  by  him  felf!— 

— Prepare  ye  for  the  charm,Se  hujh'd,  he  fill- 

Dri^vefrom  your  breajls  all  thoughts  of  time  and  place, 

Other  than  ye  Jhall J'ee  in  this  our  round. 

St  nonw  comes  on-be  attenti^vey  Sirs— no  tongue— all  eyes. 


I 
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CHARACTERS. 


. M E N. 


Edgar. 

Ho  EL. 
Leolyn. 
Ethelwold, 
O L G A R . 

Pen  DA. 
EIerrert. 

Officers, 


Montgomery. 

Morgan. 

The  Seer. 
Edelwyn. 
Kent. 

Off  A. 


Nobles.  See.  &c. 


W O M E N. 

Elfrida.  I Editha. 

Countess.  ! Ellenor. 

Scenes,  In  Devon,  and  near  Severn. 


DireBions  for  the  Mufic. 

End  of  Act  I. — LET  the  mufic,  at  this  clofe, 
lirike  up  a gay  lively  liymencal  ftrain.  By  de- 
grees let  it  grow  martial  and  of  a wild  fort,  as 
preparatory  to  the  next  a8;. 

' End  of  Act  II. — Grave  and  folemn  ftrains. 

End  of  Act  III. — Soft  mournful  mufic  for  a 
continuance.  After  a long  paufe  let  the  trumpet 
blow  a fudden  alarm,  and  the  whole  band  ftrike 
up  their  moil  warlike  and  heated  notes,  with 
kettle-drums  and  other  military  inftruments. 

End  of  Act  IV.— Still  mufic,  changing  to  harffi 
and  fevere. 

End  of  Act  V. — A triumphal  difeharge  of  war- 
like muhe. 
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EDGAR  and  EL  FRIDA. 

A C T I.  Scene  I.  A Palace. 

Enter  two  Nobles. 

•ijl.  No.  ]\T  O no,  my  lord,  this  amorous  dif- 
pofition  of  the  king,  though  it 
may  be  efpous'd  by  the  younger  and  gayer  part 
of  the  people,  prediQs  to  the  older  and  graver, 
the  birth  of  diforderly  times  and  ill  confe- 
quences. 

2d.  No.  Not  a whit,  we  have  in  our  land  willing 
dames  enough,  and  though  our  prince  may  have 
an  huge  appetite  that  way,  there  are  many  more 
than  he  can  devour. 

ijl.  No.  Did  he  confine  his  lull  within  tlie  limits 
of  the  willing,  it  might  not  be  of  fo  deep  a re- 
fpefl;  but  carrying  his  ravages  into  the  holy  pale 
of  the  monafteries,  makes  him  evil  fpoken  of  by 
all  forts  of  devout  and  virtuous  perfons. 

2d.  No.  Tranfported  by  the  attraclive  metal 
there  depofited,  he  has  indifputably  wrong’d  his 
well-known  piety  ; but  on  the  other  hand,  for  his 
mifdemeanors,  have  we  not  feen  him  devoutly 
undergo  the  penance  enjoin’d  him  by  the  good 
Archbilhop  Duiiftan  ? 
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ijl.  No.  Ay,  we  have  fo  ; but  though  he  feem5 
thereby  convinc'd  of  the  crime,  is  he  at  all  re- 
form’d ? I ween  not  in  troth,  but  think  him  as 
fait  and  irrcfifting  as  ever  : and  let  me  tell  thee 
a fecret,  this  journey  of  vihtation  will  in  end  wit- 
nefs  my  aflertion— be  affur’d  of  it. 

2d.  No.  Doft  thou  know  ought  of  motive  befidcs 
that  of  taking  perfonal  cognizance  of  his  people's 
welfare  ? 

iji.  Duft,  my  lord,  dufl  thrown  in  our 
eyes — Mark  now,  and  compare  my  word  with  fu- 
ture knowings  : you’ll  fee  him  bend  away  for 
Taviftock-abbey,  exprefsly  to  be  an  eyc-witnels 
of  the  beauty  of  the  fair  Elfrida,  daughter  to 
the  earl  of  Devonfliire,  whom,  by  his  own  com- 
mendation and  confent,  his  favourite  the  earl 
Ethelwold  hath  lately  taken  to  wife,  but  the  fame 
of  the  lady’s  charms  having  (ince  travel’d  to  his 
ear  with  much  gayer  additions  than  what  the 
earl  brought  him  when  he  was  difpatch’d  for  the 
information,  he  hath  conceiv’d  great  wrath  at 
heart  againft  the  carl  for  his  deceit,  and  I fear  if  he 
fhould  approve  the  wealth  of  features  which  re- 
port gives  the  lady,  he  will  caufe  the  earl  to  rue 
the  hollownefs  of  his  report,  and  I prophecy  he 
will  be  mov’d  to  the  fin  of  the  Hebrew  king, 
murdering  the  hufband  to  get  poffeffion  of  the 
wife. 

2d.  A^o.  Should  fuch  things  be,  the  amorous 
earl  may  have  reafon  to  curfe  his  ftars  of  malign 
influence,  but  in  verity,  little  blame  will  he  have 
to  throw  on  the  king.  ’Tis  dangerous  in  matters 
of  love  to  impofe  on  a young  monarch  of  fo 
warm  a conflitution  as  our  Edgar  : had  he  in  any 
Other  way  play’d  on  him,  the  honey  of  his  difpo- 
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fition  would  quickly  have  conquer’d  die  gall  of  hk 
lefentment. 

id.  No.  We  mull  wait  for  ilTues— and  I pray 
^the  gods,  that  fhould  any  evil  befall  the  earl,  no 
ih  c'onfequences  be  teem’d  from  his  blood,  for 
you  know  he  is  grown  the  minion  of  all  ranks  of 
people. 

2d.  No.  His  death  indeed  might  be  lamented, 
but  there  can  be  no  ground  to  fet  up  a ftandard 
for  revenge.  For  my  part,  I fhould  fooner  fear 
that  the  mad  W elfhmen  might  difturb  our  tran- 
quility than  any  thing  be  confequent  from  tlie 
carl’s  ruin  ; and  for  the  late  report  of  their  mo- 
tions I hold  it  a thing  to  be  defpis’d. 

ijl.  No.  You  may,  my  lord,  make  light  of  that 
too  ; but  to  my  apprchcnfion  it  bears  an  afpcH 
dangerous,  for  their  fupplies  of  mountaineers  are 
great  and  formidable,  and  led  by  a prince  far 
fam’d  for  wifdom  andcourage,  the  ancient  honour 
of  whofe  country  was  very  grofsly  offended  by 
our  king  at  Cheftcr,  when  he  exacted  the  fervile 
homage  of  his  fubjcHed  principalities. 

2d.  No.  In  general  there  were  many  and  great 
things  blazon’d  abroad  concerning  that  affair  at 
Cheftcr — You  were  there,  I pray  you  hoiv  was 
it  ? — I take  it  your  long  refidence  in  the  marches 
makes  you  likewife  no  ftranger  to  the  report  of 
this  pripce  Hoel  in  his  own  country : is  it  certain 
the  high  repute  they  hold  him  in  ? 

ijl.  Among  his  own  he  is  the  heart  and  brain. 
I.ook’d  to  by  all  as  father  and  as  prince. 

Having  obedience  from  all  ranks  of  men, 

As  it  were  not  in  him  to  err  at  all. — • 

A father  hath  he,  a very  aged  man, 

Who  long  ago  being  grown  infirm  for  rule 
Tcansferr’d  the  Hate  affairs  unto  hjs  Ion, 
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That  he,  moft  upright  foul,  releas’d  from  cares  • 
Might  creep  in  peace  towards  an  unfear’d  grave. — « 
The  blood  of  anceftors  he  counts  in  his  veins. 
Purely  defcended  from  Cadwallador, 

Of  whom  old  fame  (peaks  darkly,  but  with  honour. 
And  every  Cambrian  holds  in  precious  thought. 
V aliant  he  is  to  a fault,  well-limb’d  and  hardy, 
Patient  of  toil  and  Jove’s  inclemencies  : 

Of  humour  mild  ; to  gentlenefs  as  gentle 
As  is  the  fummer’s  finooth  and  glaffy  ftream 
That  on  its  gay  breaft  bears  the  gilded  boat. 

Yea,  fuffers  it  to  lord  about  in  ftate  : 

But  if  fo  be  indignity  blow  him  up, 

A fea  (torm  is  his  rage  ; then  ’tis  not  fafe 
For  the  (Irong  frigate  to  ride  in  his  waves. 

Which  being  wrought  high,  tempeh  him  as  a fliell, 
Making  his  tall  head  bow.  Oh  Sir,  th’aff'ront 
On  Deva’s  flood,  will  never  let  him  tafte 
A moment’s  eafe  ’till  it  be  expiated. 

Or  he  a (lilly  corfe — believe  me  ’tis 
A wafp’s  tail  in  his  mind  urging  him  on 
To  the  bold  rebellion,  which  begins  to  burn, 

And  threatens,  as  I fear,  much  defolation. 

ijl.  No.  You  fpeak  him  one  a man  wou’d  wifh 
his  friend, 

But  dread  him  as  an  enemy — 

iji.  No.  Rather  confine  him  in  his  noble  havings 
Than  go  to  the  latitude — 

No. Indeed  ! 

But  to  th’indignity  our  king  put  on  him. 

Your  prefence  at  thefcene  enablethyou 
To  a fair  and  juft  report,  which  yet  we  lack. 

1 fi.  No.  After  our  Edgar 
Had  filenc’d  the  refilling  tributaries,' 

And  taken  prifoners  the  heart-burning  nobles, 
With  eight  of  princely  note,  at  head  o’the  army 
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Then  drawn  up  in  Battalia,  on  the  banks 
Of  the  wide  fpreading  Dee  he  brought  them  forth 
Difarm'd  and  bound  as  men  of  forfeited  lives. 
Then  like  an  hero  of  right  noble  fpirit, 

With  his  good  fword  he  cut  their  bonds  afundcr. 
And  yielded  them  their  lives  and  liberties, 

On  the  condition  they  avow’d  thsmfelves 
Hisvadals  and  their  greatnefs  under  him. 

In  fign  of  which,  and  being  devoutly  minded 
To  vifit  the  moft  venerable  abbey 
Of  the  holy  baptift  upon  Deva  s flood, 

He  wou  d the  homage  that  thefe  princely  eight 
Shou’d  row  his  barge — In  the  poop  he  richly  fat 
A youthful  king  in  glorious  majeiffy 
Beneath  a canopy  of  gorgeous  filk, 

The  purple  ftreamers  flowing  with  the  wind. 

That  kifs’d  them  in  an  amorous  difport, 

As  they  flew  o’er  them  on  their  wanton  wings. 
Gold  was  the  barge  ; the  oars  of  filver  glare. 
Moving  harmonious  to  the  heav’nly  found 
Of  trumpets,  flutes,  and  fouhenfpiriting  drums, 
Dulcet  recorders,  and  the  choral  voices 
Of  beauteous  w^hite-lock’d  boys  with  rofes  crown’d. 
So  on  they  mov’d  upon  the  placid  breaft 
Of  the  old  Dee,  that  fmil’d  to  bear  the  load 
And  fee  his  banks  thick  cloath’d  with  multitudes, 
Whofe  frequent  fhouts  fill’d  the  vaft  vault  of  air. 
And  were  reflefled  from  old  Cambria’s  hills 
That  trembled  at  the  din  : the  fun  fhone  clear,  - 
The  heav’ns  were  all  ferene,  the  fields  all  gay, 

Joy  in  each  heart  to  fee  fo  rich  a fight, 

That  many  thought  it  were  a vifion. 

Scarce  crediting,  their  fenfes  : if  grief  liv’d,  . 
'Tw^asin  the  minds  of  the  fubjefied  chiefs, 

Who  yet  grew  gay  as  by  contagion, 
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And  drop  d the  thought  o’the  humble  part  they 
play'd. 

Yet  I did  mark  the  countenance  of  Hoel, 

And  read  methought  a mind  of  fell  reven^re, 

A Ipirit  that  cou’d  ne'er  fubmit  to  bear 
Such  flavery  in  peace  : now  he  is  in  arms, 

To  wipe  off  from  his  life  fo  great  a ftain 
Proving  what  I remark'd — nay  further  note 
(Conje&ure  here  fhall  ftandfor  prophecy) 

Our  utmofl  force  mufl  be  employ'd  to  quell 
So  great  a foul  enmoved  in  this  fort. 

I know  him  well,  and  dread  his  fpirit  in  arms. 

2d.  No.  Have  we  not  troops  enough  upon  his 
borders  ? 

With  the  lord  Marcher  Herbert,  why  fliou'd  wc 
fear  ? 

, Trufl  me  they’ll  foon  be  quieted. 

ifi.  No.  I wifli  fo,  but  I fear  : more  wou’d  you 
know, 

If  you  be  pleas’d  go  with  me,  I will  bring  you 
To  a gentleman  juft  come  from  Shrewfbury, 

Who  of  the  frefheft  ftte  of  thofe  affairs 
Can  beft  relate — 

2d.  No.  With  all  my  heart — have  with  you. 

[^ExmnU 


Scene  II.  Taviftock-Abhey. 

Enter  Earl  Ethelavold  andj,  Elfrida. 

Etj.  But  good  my  lord,  fince  you  have  married 
me 

By  the  king’s  confent,  whence  fpring  th’  impedi- 
ments 

That  flop  our  going  to  court  ? — Oh  I have  heard 

In  this  lone  folitude  a gay  report 

Of  the  fplendour  beauty, makes  at  that  rich  place, 
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Where  Vis  fo  much  belov'd  and  cheriflied, — 

Why  fear  you  going  thither  ? 

EthoL  Joy  of  my  life,  • 

‘ Prefs  me  now  no  further  ; that  I love  thee 
As  dear  as  my  own  foul,  I call  to  witnefs 
The  heavens  and  the  earth  and  all  therein. 

Let  us  not  make  to  ourfelves  occafions  ' 

To  fpoil  whafs  now  fo  full  of  happinefs. 

It  is  the  eye  of  infancy  that  deems 
A pleafure  from  a tinfel’d  toy,  and  cads 
Away  its  mod  fubdantial  good. 

Elf.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  if  you  will  dill  deny 
Our  going  but  a month,  a week,  or-fo 
Shall  1 not  have  caufe  to  doubt  your  drength  of 
love  ? 

‘Tis  not  unreafonable  my  requed 
And  many  ladies  wou’d  not  be  refus’d — 

Oh ! oh  ! methinks  I fpy  the  caufe,  you  fear 

My  loyalty  amidd  fo  gay  a ring 

May  fuffer  change — fpeak,  have  I guefs’d  ? 

Ethel.  No,  deared  love,  I know  your  hearfs  too 
good 

To  be  beguil’d  to  difafFe8:ion. 

Sweeting  be  wife — give  not  thy  thoughts  the  range 
To_widi  fo  vain  a journey— red  content,  • 

Are  we  not  happy  here  ? Here  I couVl  pafs 
My  whole  account  of  days,  and  find  my  joy 
Replete,  in  having  thee  wdthin  my  view. 

To  hear  thy  voice,  to  fee  thee  fmile,*but  mod 
To  meet  thee  in  the  blifsful  folds  of  love. 

Our  hearts  are  one,  then  be  our  widies  onCj 
Nor  hazard  w'e  the  marring  of  our  joys 
By  feeking  to  augment  what  now  is  full. 

Oh  wife,  IVe  known  the  emptinefs  of  courts 
So  much,  that  long  I have  been  Tick  of  them. 
Yea  from  my  foul  I pity  monarch^,  who 
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Derive  no  path  to  blifs  but  from  a crown, 

A golden  trouble,  fet  Vvdth  flings  and  thorns, 
Difquietudes  that  fpring  up  rank  as  weeds, 

A bauble  gay  to  ignorant  conceits, 

But  by  the  wifer  hated.  Truft  me,  dear  wife, 
More  fatisfaftion  and  true  wifdom  grows 
Within  this  venerable  abbey’s  walls 
Than  ever  palace  knew. 

Elf.  Yet  I would  fain  fee 
The  beauties  of  the  court — Fame  fpeaksgoldenty 
Of  the  female  charms  which  Edgarthere  affembles* 
They  fay,  my  lord,  no  place  in  all  the  earth 
Affords  the  eye  fo  rich  a crop  of  boauty. 

Ethel.  A dream,  an  idle  flam  of  vulgar  tongues 
That  call  all  beautiful  that  glares  with  gold  ; 

For  iny  part  I had  rather  tramp  a-foot 
A thoufand  miles  to  fee  a rural  maid 
Of  ruddy  cheek  and  a black  fparkling  eye 
With  no  more  ornament  than  fimple  ruffet, 
Than  crofs  the  threfhold  to  furvey  our  court. 
'And  1()  fay  all  who  judge  of  beauty  right. 

Elf.  Thefe  three  nights  I have  had  a dream,  my 
lord. 

Which  if  you  oppofe  I think  not  very  kind, 
ril  tell  it  you  whatever  you  may  think. 

I dreamt  I went  to  royal  Edgar  s court, 

And  law,  oh  heavens  ! fuch  gorgeous  vifions 
Of  beauteous  faces  and  majeflic  forms, 

With  flores  of  knights  and  young  nobility 
So  rich  caparifon  d,  and  fo  perfum’d, 

Sighing  their  adorations  at  their  feet 

That  the  whole  court  was  fann’d  as  with  a breeze; 

O then  metho’t  king  Edgar  with  a fmile 

That  made  my  cheek  glow  even  like  a lamp 

Bent  knee  to  me  and  foftly  took  my  hand, 

And  fat  me  on  his  throne : the  charms  of  his  court 
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Throng’d  round  my  footftool  and  did  homage  to 
me, 

But  when  the  royal  trumpet  blew  its  blaft, 

I v/as  fo  high  in  joy — it  broke  my  fleep — 

Ethel.  O the  gay  vapour  of  a woman’s  brain ! 

A fairy  dream,  ha  ! ha  ! ha  ! 

■ Elf.  This  thrice  I’ve  dream’d, 

Each  time  with  rich  increale. 

Ethel.  I doubt  it  not : the  weaknefs  of  your  fex 
Is  fuch,  that  if  a fancy  feizeth  you 
Tho’  never  fo  abfurd  and  full  of  folly,' 

Ye  will  not  quit  it  till  ’tis  hunted  down 
And  cloy  yourfelves  with'  very  dreaming  on  it. 
Give  fuch  light  thoughts  to  air,  if  you  be  wife 
Let  them  not  lead  thee  in  fo  vain  a way. 

Adieu  awhile^ [Yea  I have  dream’d  myfelf 

That  which  appalls  me — and  t’other  day  a hunting 
A gipfey  bid  me  have  a care  o’my  wife, 

She  was  ambitious — Keep  us  fafe,  kind  gods  ! 
How  deeply  do  1’  wail  my  falfity  ! Afde.'] 

[ExlL 

Ef.  Well  my  good  hufband,  women  may  be 
weak 

Yet  have  I royal  hopes — I am  your  wife  ’tis  true — 
That  fence  may  yet  be  leap’d,  if  fate  fo  wills. 
They  fay  there’s  much  to  be  got  from  a dream,  ’ 
And  fure  I fhall  reap  a moll  glorious  harveft 
That  am  fo  full  of  feeds — I’U  to  the  court 
In  fpite  of  oppofition — I fee  he  fears  me, 

He  knows  too  well  what  force  I carry  here. 

Here  in  this  petty  fpace — fo  from  thofe  fears 
My  hopes  gain  ftrength — But  what  an  he  Ihou’d 
throw 

Reftraint  upon  my  courfe  as  being  his  wife  ? 

Why  then  fleal  privately — I’ll  make  the  means — ■ 
Yet  if  my  dream  be  but  an  empty  dream 
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A vain  illufion,  to  feduce  my  heart  ? 

I fliou'd  be  wretched  if  his  love  fhould  die. 

But  truft  my  face  for  that  : O the  woman  ■ 

Shall  turn  away  his  moft  outrageous  hate, 

By  tears,  by  vows,  our  never  failing  arts 
That  difarm  angry  man — he  loves  me 
Even  to  dotage,  and  I do  love  him  ; 

But  that  my  nobler  genius  becks  me  higher 
And  forces  me  to  obey he  returns. 

Enter  Ethel  wold  and  a ServanL 

Ethel  Within  this  hour  ! — it  cannot  be. 

Serv,  An  horfeman  is  come  in  juft  now,  my  lord. 
He  hath  rode  furioufly  to  bring  the  news 
Having  the  way  of  him — 

Ethel  Go,  tell  thy  mafter — {Exit  Servant. 

The  king  comes  here  this  evening,  deareft  wife. 
Elf,  The  king,  fay  you  ! the  king  ! oh  blefted 
gueft ! 

Blit  why  do  you  look,  my  lord,  fo  pale  ? methinks 
You  fliou’d  rejoice  to  have  fuch  pleafant  news 
Sound  in  your  ears — The  king  to  roof  with  us ! 
Look  up  my  lord,  what  is  it  works  you  fo  ? 

You  have,  one  wou'd  think,  fome  monfter  in  your 
heart 

That  makes  you  fear  his  approach. 

Ethel  'Tisyou  I fear — you  Elfrida,  my  wife, 

I wou'd  you  were  from  hence — not  to  be  feen  by 
him. 

Elf,  Not  to  be  feen  by  him  ! why  wifli  you  fo  ? 
Come  empty  all  your  thoughts  in  me — a inan’s  to- 
blame 

That  doth  not  let  his  wife  participate 

In  his  bad  things  as  in  his  good — why  fhou*d  you  fear. 

May  be  we  can  prevent  all  fear — fpeak  then. 
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Ethel.  O Elfrida,  the  jewel  of  my  foul ! 

My  life  ! my  happinefs  ! Til  tell  thee  all — 

My  love,  thou  can’ll  prevent  my  fears — know  then 
When  I fojourned  in  king  Edgar’s  court 
Some  vagrant  tongue  reported  there,  that  thou 
Wert  rich’d  by  nature  in  no  fmall  degree; 

He  being  fait  and  hungry  in  defire, 

Conceiv’d  a wifli  toward  thee  : fo  fent  me 
To  try  the  verity  of  the  report. 

I came,  I faw  you — never  was  my  heart 
So  captivated  as  ’twas  then  by  you  > 

I’the  very  inflant,  for  your  like  I never 
Did  fee  before,  tho’  wide  had  been  my  range. 

So  my  felf-love,  turn’d  out  the  high  command, 

And  1 fpake  negligently  of  your  charms, 

And  by  the  very  fubtlety  of  love 
1 gain’d  his  high  confent  to  marry  yon. 

Elf.  So  my  good  earl,  I thank  you  much  for 
that.  \afide. 

Well,  Sir,  but  I am  your  wife  what  need  you  fear, 
It  is  too  late  for  him  to  woo  me  now. 

Ethel.  Who  fhall  contend  with  kings  ? alas!  alas! 
If  his  young  heart  take  fancy  in  your  charms, 
Poifon  or  fteel  he’d  find  to  take  me  off, 

O think  of  this,  dear  wife,  let  not  your  beauty 
Produce  my  death. 

Elf.  Fear  no  harm  from  me,  my  lord. 

Ethel.  This  thing  then  do — go  change  this  gay 
attire. 

For  fuch  as  will  fet  off  thy  beauty  lead. 

Kerchief  thy  head  as  if  thy  health  were  ill, 

Put  on  no  jewel,  wear  no  gorgeous  bracelet, 
Brown  be  thy  robe,  and  of  an  homely  mode,  ^ 
Smutch  too  thy  face  ; difordered  be  thy  hair, 
And  hoarfe  thy  fpeech,  and  only  when  compelfd. 
Give  thy  words  air—So  hide  thee  in  difguife'  “ 

C 2 That 
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That  he  approve  the  pidure  that  I gave 
Nor  pry  beyond  : do  this  I do  conjure  thee 
For  love  of  heaven,  and  fafety  of  your  fpoufe, 
As  good  days  ffiall  hereafter  blefs  our  race — 

Elf.  Get  thee  away  and  meet  him  on  the  road, 
Trufi  me  in  all — 

Ethel.  Say  thou  wilt  do  as  I requeft. 

Elf.  Reft  eafy — doubt  it  not. 

Ethel.  am  I gay  again,  and  all  my  thoughts 
Sit  eafy — one  kifs — adieu.  \_Exit. 

Elf  So,  fo,  the  fecretnow  is  out — a villain  ! 

He  hath  cheated  me  of  a throne  ! well,  go  to, 

If  I reap  not  my  har\^eft  whilft  it  fliines, 

Let  the  rains  pour  to-morrow,  and  drown  all. 

I'll  yet  be  queen,  I warrant  you,  my  earl — 
Thou  haft  brew'd  a tempeft  for  thyfelf  in  this, 

And  thou  flialt  rue  thy  treachery — 

To  be  a queen  ! oh  how  it  fwells  my  heart  ! 

It  is  indeed  the  pinnacle  of  all. 

He’s  young,  and  amorous,  there  I’ll  toil  him 
If  I have  any  powers  yet  left  about  me. 

What  ! fmutch  my  face  ? ha,  ha,  my  honeft  earl! 
And  muffle  up  my  head  ? — I’ll  borrow  all 
The  charms  of  drcfs,  fo  wear  a keener  edge 
To  wound  the  very  faculty  of  fight. 

O happy  day — beyond  my  day  of  birth, 

As  I will  make  it  prove.  [Exit. 

Scene  III.  Before  the  Abbey. 

Enter  the  King,  Earl  Olgar,  Earl  Ethelwold, 
Penda,  EJfex,  and  Attendants. 

Olg.  Indeed  my  liege,  you  vifit  here  but  her- 
mits. 

The  fare  we  have  to  give  you,  well  will  prove  it, 

I wou’d 
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I wou’d  your  highnels  had  but  favour  d us 
With  note  of  this  great  honour  ; then  had  we  not 
A preparation  worthy  of  your  highnefs, 

The  blame  had  litt  on  us. 

King,  I befeech  you,  Sir,  think  us  no  delicates, 
We  in  our  time  have  known  .what  hunger  is: 

That  leafoning  we  now  bring  with  us;  'twill  fauce. 
The  hardeft  cruft  that  you 'can  fet  before  us, 

And  we  (hall  thank  our  kind  proveditors. 

And  keep  on  memory  a grateful  fenfe 
Of  all  this  courtefy. 

Olg,  If  that  your  highnefs 
Looks  kindly  on  our  will,  it  is  our  hope 
You’ll  fhut  the  eye  on  our  deficiency. 

King.  My  lord,  no  more — I fpy  that  .in  your 
lordftiip 

Which  is  far  better  than  a facrifice; 

"Tis  charity,  my  lord,  which  opes  the  door 
To  every  needy  traveller — for  our  part 
We  ever  (hall  be  debtors  to  your  goodnefs. 

Olg.  Our  duties,  tho’  poorly  paid,  being  thus 
accepted. 

Leave  us  a crop  of  honeft  joys,  with  which 
Our  hearts  are  fill’d. — ^ 

King,  your  fpot  is  chofen  well: 

This  holy  abbey  lifts  its  reverend  brow 
With  afpeflfuch,  that  we  muft  needs  falute  it 
As  tho’  we’  had  met  an  holy  anchorite 
Leaning  on  ftaff,  with  prayer  book  in  hand, 

His  beads  at  fide  and  holy  crucifix. 

No  wonder  Ethelwold  you’ve  left  our  court. 
When  fuch  a place  as  this  receiveth  you; 

If  we  could  fly  our  ftate,  we  fhould  be  bleft 
In  fuch  a fweet  and  calmy  refidence. 

Ethel  Indeed  my  liege  it  is  a pleafant  fpot, 
And  this  good  lord  affefling  me  bis  fon, 

Contrives 
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Contrives  all  ways  to  flay  my  going  hence. 

With  rural  pleafures  we  fill  up  our  time, 

That  longelt  fiimmer  days  feem  fhort  as  winter, 
And  winter’s  nights,  which  elfe  were  tedious, 

We  fcarce  perceive  pafs  off— but  this  loft  life 
I meant  to  efcape  from,  to  attend  your  highnefs. 
And  make  my  pardon  grow  from  the  occalion. 

King.  ’Tis  fitting  we  fhould  all  repofe  at  eafe  ' 
Now  that  the  fword  is  Iheath’d:  happily  ended 
wars  ^ 

With  our  conquefts  in  the  north:  peace  is  general 
And  we  have  reap’d  a plealiire  truly  great  ° ' 

T’  obferve,  as  we  made  progrels  thro’  our  land. 
The  reft  that  feems  fo  fettled  every  where. 

EJex.  I heard  report,  the  Wellh  began  to 
ftir;  ° 

That  Hoel’s  ftomach  calls  again  the  food 
Your  highnefs  cramm’d  him  with  upon  the  Dee. 

King.  Tulh,  that  wolf  may  rufsle  in  his  bulh. 
But  dares  not  out— Lord  Herbert  watcheth  him’. 
He’ll  quickly  quench  that  little  blaze  of  war 
Which  we  not  left  extinft — befeech  you  now 
Shew  us  the  way  within  your  friendly  walls. 

For  fee  the  Heeds  of  Heaven  have  reach’d  their 
cribs 

In  yonder  weftcrn  clouds — fo  richly  dy’d — 

Well  follow  you — lead  on. 


Scene  IV.  A grand  Apartment  in  the  Abbey. 
Countejs  and  Elfrida. 

Count.  But  wherefore,  daughter,  are  thefe  fump- 
tuous robes? 

The  day  you  gave  your  hand  to  Ethelwold 
Saw  you  not  thus  equipp’d  in  gaiety. 

E!f. 
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Elf.  O,  ’tis  to  receive  his  highnefs,  madam: 

Such  honour  to  our  roof  aflvs  our  heft  care. 

So  to  fet  out  appearances  to  meet  him, 

As  may  atteft  both  loyalty  and  refped. 

Count.  There  is,  methinks,  too  much  of  wan- 
tonne  fs 

In  the^'fplendour  of  your  drefs.  Hark,  they  ap- 
proach, 

What  now! — your  colour  goes  and  comes  in  fuch 
a way 

I never  faw  before — what  means  this  ? 

Enter  King,  Olgar,  Ethelwold,  Penda,  EJfex,  ' 


King.  Ha!  by  the  Gods, — all  true — oh  traiter- 
ous  villain! 

What  haft  thou  robbUme  of?  — thy  life  pays 
this—  , lAJide. 

Olg.  The  king’s  not  well — pleafe  you,  Sir,  be 
feated : 

How  is  your  highnefs  ? — 

Ethel.  afidc.'\  Damn'd  witch — is  this  thy  pro- 
mife  ? 

King.  Oh  well — my  lord — my  mind  was  only 
mov'd  ^ 

By  a hidden  thought  of  matters  or  our  ftate. 

Is  this  your  daughter.  Sir,  the  fair  Elfrida? 

Bleft  is  the  earl  that  hath  fuch  charms  to  feed  on. 
By  your  good  leave,  moft  perfeB  goddefs.  [Salutes 

her. 

Ethel  afide.']  My  life  is  gone  by  this  fair  devil. 

King.  Our  court  indeed  did  boaft  for  female 
beauty. 

But.  feeing  yon,  each  Tingle  form  falls  ofF 
On  eftimation:  Such  rich  charms  before 
^e  er  met  in  one-^oh  wherefore,  good  ray  lord, 
Have  vou  thus  kept  fuch  graces  from  our  ring?  * 

Here 
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Here  in  a wildernefs  this  rofe  is  loft; 

Such  beauty  ftiou’d  be  hoifted  up  on  high. 

Its  luftre  fliou’d  be  feen  by  all  the  world, 

And  the  Gods  prais’d  for  fuch  their  perfefl  work. 
Ethel.  My  liege,  in  different  fancies,  the  fame 
gifts 

Take  different  routs;  there  are,  my  liege,  few  eyes 
That  rank  her  high  for  beauty. 

King:*  Indeed! — 

Hunt  you  my  lord,  to-morrow? 

Olg.  As  it  fhall  pleafe  your  highnefs. 

King.  Follow  your  cuftomary  courfe,  my  lord. 
We’ll  drop  our  liate,  and  run  familiarly 
The  order  of  your  houfe — your  fbn,  or  friend, 
With  whom  no  ceremony  bids  welcome  moft. 

Olg.  Then,  my  good  liege,  we  fliall  prevent  the 
fun. 

Our  horns  will  roufe  him  from  his  eaftern  bed. 

We  chace  an  hart,  the  monarch  of  our  woods, 
With  deep  ton’d  dogs,  whofe  cry  unanimous 
Makes  fing  the  echoes  of  the  foreft  round 
With  melody  that  fills  the  foul  with  joy, 

Drives  care  and  grief  from  the  mind — cures  ma* 
ladies 

More  certain  than  the  ^Flfculapean  drench. 

Olir  very"  fteeds  are  double  then  in  gifts, 

And  neigh  like  trumpets  to  the  cheerful  chace 
Devouring  all  as  we. 

King.  You  feem  on  fire 
Witli  youthful  blood,  in  talking  of  the  courfe. 

O my  brave  lord,  I do  rejoice  to  fee  it; 

Methinks  I view  ,what  you  were  in  your  youth, 

As  honeft  fame  hath  handed  down  to  us, 

When  you  did  chace  the  Scotch  and  Danifli  bands 
With  heat  magnanimous:  that  flame  is  out. 

But  clear  ftill  burns  the  fire. — We’ll  hunt  with  you. 

In 
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In  the  north  w^e  harrafs’d  much  their  antient  woods 
With  merry  mouth'd  and  loud  ringing  hounds 
Of  Britifh  breed:  And  when  they  rous'd  the 
wolf 

'Twas  monftrous  and  almoU:  beyond  belief 
The  legion's  clamour;  but  their  ardency 
In  following  and  in  fighting,  fuch  indeed  ' 

As  did  furpafs  my  thought. 

Olg,  In  my  young  days  I've  heard  thofe  wild 
dogs  oft. 

Truft  me,  my  liege,  if 'tis  a funny  morn  ' 

We’ll  make  you  pleal'ant  fport. 

King.  The  fun  fets  red,  it  bodes  a fair  return,— 
Hafte  we  to  fupper — you  lord  Ethelw^old 
Will  honour  us  in  the  field. 

• Ethel.  Mine  is  your  highnefs’  pleafure. 

King.  And  you,  young  fir. 

Your  morning  cheeks  well  fuit  the  time  of  the  day 
Which  WQ  fhall  walfe  in  chace:  Your  pleafant 
countenance. 

My  noble  Olgar's  (lamp,  bears  favour  in  it 
That  fpeaks  you  to  our  love.  We  do  requeft 
You  be  henceforward  near  unto  our  perfon, 

That  we  may  be  your  friend. 

Penda.  Your  highnefs. 

In  honouring  me,  rriakes  poor  my  hearty  thanks, 
Whom  yet  I obey,  as  lo%^e. 

Olg.  Pleafe  your  highnefs  this  w^ay. 

King.  Give  me  your  favour, — fairefl  of  your 
kind, 

After  this  hand,  the  foftefl;  dowm  is  harfli. — 

Pleafe  you-—  rExennfr 
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Manet  Ethelwold, 

Eth,  Oh  that.  I ne'er  had  feen  that  mortal 
charm! — 

Ah  me,  this  courtefy  is  th*  indication 
Of  foul  intents — O Elfrida,  Elfrida ! 

Thou  art  beauteous  to  my  coft; — 'ere  I beheld  thee 
No  lark  pf  fpring  was  half  fo  blithe  as  1 — 

Alas  what  changes  wait  upon  the  man  - 
That  doats  on  woman!  We  are  all  innocence  and 
pleafure, 

Compad  and  happy  in  an  eafy  mind, 

’Till  woman,  dear  feducing  woman  comes, 

Then  we  begin  to  rage,  and  our  affeftions 
Riot  againft  all  law — oh  wretched  man! — 

We  are  all  goodnefs,  wifdom,  gentlenefs, 

Calm,  patient,  open,  heav'nly  mufing  minds, 
Indeed  the  temples  that  the  gods  might  love; 

’Till  woman  with  her  frefh  enchanting  form, 
Love-ftriking  eye,  and  witchcraft  of  her  fmile, 
Comes  and  poflelfes  us  with  an  holt  of  fiends ; 
Anxieties,  defires,  reftlefsnefs, 

Strange  jealoufies,  folly,  falfity  and  wiles. 

Of  other  thoughts  but  the  fair  charm,  regardlefs; 
And  when  the  laft  ftage  of  the  frenzy  works 
We’d  fell  our  heaven  for  the  dear  embrace, 

Tho'  theft  and  facrilege,  and  murder  wade 
To  pluck  enjoyment.  Oh  why  did  bounteous 
heav'n 

Make  woman  fair  without  fecuring  man 
Againft  inchantments  of  fuch  potency! 

j“  Exit. 


Scene 
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Scene  V.  An  Anti-Chamber, 

Enter  Countefs  and  Penda. 

Count,  But  wherefore  have  you  left  the  room, 
Hath  the  king  flipp’d? — 

Penda,  He’s  in  the  midft,  and  veiy  high  in 
mirth, 

Calling  a many  amorous  regards 
Upon  my  lifter  Elfrida — the  earl, 

\Vhen  the  laugh  is  loud,  endeavours  all  he  can 
To  fcreen  by  laughing  an  heavy  apprehenfion, 
Which  ftill  in  every  feature  Ihews  itfelf 
Too  big  to  be  conceal’d. 

Cou7it.  I think  the  king  is  in  love  with  her. 
Penda.  That’s  very  certain,  and  e’en  now  t’was 
told  me  . . ' 

The  earl  cajol’d  him  in  his  embafly: 

For  he  was  fent  to  view  nay  filter’s  beauty, 

But  made  a falfe  report  unto  the  king. 

And  by  that  means  obtain’d  her  for  hinifelf. 

Count.  O villainous! 

Enter  Olgar. 

Olg.  Wife,  the  king  calls  for  you. 

And  you  too  fon  ; I never  faw  a monarch 
Rival  a fubje6t  fo,  in  the  friendly  way, 

Calling  alide  all  ftate  of  royalty. 

He  lings,  and  claims  die  fong  the  table  round; 

But  when  our  daughter  lings,  he  is  as  mute 
As  the  midnight  mountain  in  the  eye  o’  the  moon, 
Fixing  his  looks  for  ever  on  her  face, 

.And  drinking  deeply  the  harmonious  breath.  . 

D 2 CounL 
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Count.  Do  you  not  fee  he  is  in  love  with  her? 
Olg.  Indeed  were  file  unmarried,  I Ihou  d hope 
To  have  a king  for  fon. 

Count.  So  fo,  there  are  means  of  bang  abfolv’d 
When  marriage  hath  been  gotten  by  a fraud. 

Olg.  How!  by  a fraud  I 

Count.  Ay,  by  a fraud — the  earl  it  feems  was 
fent 

By  exprefs  order  from  the  king  himfelf 
To  fee  our  daughter  s beauty — he  return’d 
•And  made  a falfe  deliv’ry  of  her  charms, 

So  got  he  leave  himfelf  to  marry  her. 

Olg.  I am  lorry  for  it — but  what’s  done,  is  done; 
^ The  honour  to  ourhoufe  might  have  been  greater. 
But  as  it  is,  I am  very  well  content — 

A better  foul  than  Ethelwold  ne’er  liv’d. 

. Count.  But  I’m  not  fo  content,  and  when  flie 
knows  it 

She’ll  hate  him  irreverfibly.  • 

Enter  a Mejfenger. 

/ 

Mef.  Where  is  the  king,  my  lord,  in  an  inftant— 
Elere’s  an- exprefs  from  the  lord  marcher. 

Olg.  WTat’s  the  matter,  what’s  the  news? 

Mef.  The  curfed  welfhmen  all  are  up  in  arms : 
A num’rous  party  from  the  South  already 
Have  made  an  inroad  into  Herefordlhire, 

And  now  encamp  upon  the  banks  of  Wye, 

W aiting  the  coming  up  of  Hod’s  fon, 

A very  youth,  but  is  war’s  minion. 

And  heads  a numerous  and  wild  cavalry. 

And  then  they  mean  to  crofs  the  Severn. 

Olg.  Bring  the  meflenger  this  way, 

We’ll  (hew  him  to  the  king.  . \EMmt. 

' Sc£N^ 
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Scene  VI.  A Gallery, 

Enter  King  and  EJJex, 

King.  EfTex,  tlio’  by’  the  public  fword  we  might 
Cut  off  this  weed  fo  noifome  to  our  health, 

W e fliou’d  prefer  his  private  execution, 

Which  muft  be  quickly  done.  'Tis  to  your  charge 
We  truft  the  fpeedy  doing: — we’ll  lie  this  night 
With  the  fair  Elfrida,  whom  we  will  wed 
Within  this  hour — take  this  our  warranty, 

See  it  be  quickly  done;  it  is  his  cuftom  ^ 

An  hour  ’fore  bed-time  to  walk  forth  in  th*  air. 
Make  your  good  ufe  of  it — his  life  is  forfeited 
F'or  having  ufurp’d  by  a lye  our  paradife. 

Defiling  it  with  his  damn’d  love. 

Ejfex.  My  liege,  he  fhall  not  breathe  another 
hour, 

Yet  in  his  blood  I cannot  ’bruc  my  hands. 

Nor  muft  therein  be  nam'd. — I canfuborn 
Some  of  my  flaves,  whom  I have  noted  well 
Difpos’d  for  gold,  to  do  e’en  any  thing. 

King.  Bring  me  the  word  before  the  moon  be  up, 
And  let  a prieft  wait  ready  at  our  call. 

Remove  we  hence — they  are  fearching  for  us. 

[_ExeunL 

(Scene  VII.  A Garden  of  the  Abbey, 
Enter  Ethelwold. 

Ethel.  O that  the  fcene  within  me  were  as  dark 
As  this  without — come  friendly  night 
Caft  o’er  me  thy  black  mantle — wrap  my  thoughts 
Clofe  from  my  own  beholding. — Alas,  alas! 

Would 
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Would  I had  never  feen  diis  female  plague. 

So  kind  a king  deferv’d  a better  turn 
Than  that  I gave  him.  Curs’d  ingratitude! 

His  bounty  rais’d  me  from  a ftation  lowly; 

He  gave  me  of  his  love  a brimming  meafure, 

And  fo  dear  held  me,  that  if  I had  afk’d 
His  kingdom’s  half,  he  had  yielded  it  unto  me. 

So  gen’rous  is  his  heart, — that  love  is  loft ; — 

Far  fafer  it  had  been  to  have  ftolen  his  crown 
Than  robb’d  him  of  fuch  beauty — no  hopes  are  left 
T’  appeafe  that  wr^th  now  rifen  in  his  breaft. — 
Come  Edgar,  ftrike — avenge  thee  on  thy  foe, — 
Take,  take  my  life — ’tis  due — O my  foul  fickens, 
The  dark  grave  claims  me,  nor  am  I averfe, — 
Strike  quickly  Edgar — better  to  be  dead 
Than  feel  the  pangings  of  a wounded  mind. 

O for  a noxious  damp,  or  pois’nous  dew. 

Or  fudden  lightning  to  fnap  fliort  my  thread. 
Come  friendly  death — balm  to  a broken  heart, 

O Edgar!  O Elfrida!  I’ve  wrong’d  ye  both. 

Enter  two  Rujiani, 

ijl.  R.  That  is  the  earl. 

2d.  R.  Difpatch  him  quickly. 
ijl.  R.  He  moves  away  — follow  — follow  — 
follow. 

2d.  R.  Strike  deep — make  no  alarm.  \_Exeunt. 
Ethel,  within.']  Help,  help — O murder,  murder. 

Enter  Rujians  with  bloody  /words, 

2d.  R,  But  we  muft  bury  him. 

R.  Well  thought — we  are  fo  commanded—^ 
in  the  grove  well  do  it. 

Hark,  I hear  voices — let’s  away,  we  muft  be  hid. 

[^Exeunt. 
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Scene  VIII.  An  Apartment » 

Enter  King,  EJfex,  Olgar,  Fenda,  and  others. 

EJfcx.  Yes,  my  liege,  dead — die  men  jufl  now 
I fpake  with 

Swear  that  they  found  him  by  the  chefimt  trees, 
Rifled,  and  newly  (lain. 

Edg.  Would  we  could  find  the  murderers! — ■ 
Now  do  not  grieve  too  much  my  noble  hoft, 

W e lov’d  him  much  ourfelf — yea,  it  doth  touch  us 
More  than  we  ’ere  fliall  fhew  unto  the  world. 

But  of  this  enough — reft  his  good  foul  in  peace. 
You  fee  him  buried  nobly  at  our  charge. 

Come  now  let’s  try  if  we  can  dry  thefe  tears; 

We  have  a thought  new  fprung  up  in  our  mind— 
Ay,  by  the  rood,  as  we  are  a batchelor 
It  may  be  in  our  pow’r  to  make  your  eafe: 

My  lord,  you’ve  loft  an  earl  that  was  your  fon. 
This  night  you  fliall  in  head  obtain  a king, — 
Wonder  not  at  me — I fay  I’ll  be  your  fon. 

And  as  we  have  a warm  and  active  heart 
That  brooks  not  cold  and  ordinary  forms, 

W e’ll  wed  her  even  now — Call  Elfrida, 

Tell  her,  her  hufliand  lives,  and’s  grown  a king, 
Her  precious  bed  lhall  never  want  a fellow: 

No,  not  a night — Come  give  confent  my  lord — 

I truft  you  have  at  hand  fome  holy  friar, 

He  fhall  repair  this  breach,  lb  let  grief  die. 

Olg.  Indeed  my  liege,  fuch  fuddennefs  will  give 
Our  enemies  much  fcope  to  fpeak  ill  of  us. 

King.  Words  — Words  — Arrows  of  air  that 
wound  not: — 

We  have* no  time  to  woo  by  drowfy  rules, 

Thefe  troublous  welfhmen  call  us  hence  too  foon, 

We 
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We  muft  away,  and  quickly  too;  our  prefence 
I truft  will  nimbly  drive  them  back  to  hold. 

Your  houfe  muft  bear  our  abfence  a fliort  while, 
For  I do  mean  our  queen  accompany  us; 

We’ll  not  be  fever’d  from  her,  that’s  moft  certain. 
Her  brother  too'fliall  bear  us  company. — 

This  night  we  make  him  of  our  privy  council, 

We  oft  fhall  alk  his  advice.  Lead  to  the  chapel, 
Our  heart’s  impatient  there  to  meet  our  queen. 
Lead  on,  we  follow — 

Olg.  ajide^l  O Ethelwold,  I fear  thou  haft  had 
‘ foul  play. 

Yet  who  dares  ferutinize  into  thy  death, 

Heav’n  be  thy  recompence.  [ExeimL 


End  of  the  First  Act. 
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ACT  II.  Scene  I. 

HoeVs  Tent  near  Wye, 

Enter  Hoel,  and  Hugh  de  Montgomery. 

Hoel.  Coufin  Montgomery,  fit  down, — 

I am  glad  thou  art  arriv’d — fit  coufin — ^ 

111  thefe  affairs  that  aflc  good  counfellors,  ^ 

Your  wholefbme  thoughts  will  be  a comfort  to  us. 
The  Englifli  wait  us  on  the  Ludlow-fide : 

They  look  not  for  us  this  way — what  think  you, 
Shall  we  crofs  Severn,  ere  our  horfe  come 
round  ? 

I would  that  they  were  come — what  flays  them  ? 
Our  Leolyn  had  he  been  diligent, 

As  he  were  us’d,  might  long  ere  this  methinks 
Have  brought  them  up — Coufin,  I tell  you  now 
I fear  he  hath  been  remifs. — 

Mont.  Remifs ! — He  ! — no  on  my  life,  not  he ; 
The  lad  fuck’d  valour  with  his  nurfe’s  milk, 

And  is  as  eager  for  the  war  as  you. 

Your  orders  were  to  wait  the  foragers, 

I doubt  not  they  delay  him. 

Floel.  Shall  we  crofs  Severn  then,  before  he 
comes,  ^ 

And  make  our  inroad  where  they  not  exped  us? 
Mont.  No! — 

Hoel.  Why  not  ? — Coufin,  we  cannot  bear  to 
idle  here : 

We  have  a fire  within  that  drives  us  on 
And  rages  at  delays. — Look  you  Coufin, 

If  we  pafs  Severn  quickly  we  fliall  find 
Full  many  friends  to  make  our  party  grow. 


I have 
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I have  letters  here  from  divers  noblemen, 

Who  pray  in  fecret  for  our  coming  over : 

Their  tenants,  fervants,  and  dependencies 
Hold  us  as  laviours,  and  deliverers, 

From  the  proud  rule  of  the  luft  raging  Edgar. 
Herbert  gains  way  of  us  if  we  delay. 

And  by  fo  doing,  look  you,  he  may  force 
The  countrymen  that  are  in  heart  for  us 
T'enlift  with  him ; fo  is  the  balance  double 
In  weight  againft  us. — Now  tell  us  Coufin 
Why  we  fliouldwait  the  horfe  ? 

Mont,  Who  fhall  controul  thee,  if  thou  fo  wilt 
do! 

Certes  I have  no  power. — 

HoeL  But  I would  have  my  refolution  fix’d 
By  your  concurring  fentiments,  for  long 
I know  you  trufty  and  experienc’d 
In  matters  of  import.  Give  me  thy  thoughts. — 
Mont,  Think  you  Lord  Herbert  is  fo  ill  in- 
form’d, 

As  not  to  know,  ere  this,  our  progrefs  hither  ? 

I make  no  doubt  his  light  troops  are  on  way 
To  watch  our  movement  till  himfelf  come  up 
With  his  main  force.  Now  fee  if  we  fhou’d  crofs 
Before  our  horfe  are  join’d,  we  fhall  lay  open 
To  be  furrounded  and  harrafsed  by  their’s ; 

And  being  fhutout  from  a conjundlion. 

Which  makes  us  capable  topufh  our  way, 

Our  valiant  Leolyn  falls  too  into  ruin, 

And  fo  we  fit  all  with  eafe  be  eaten  up. 

By  being  fo  difmember’d:  Befides  my  Prince, 
Our  mountaineers  have  never  fought  on  plain, 
The  war  to  them  is  new,  they  there  have  not 
Their  well  known  crags,  and  fighting  eminencics. 

Where 
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Where  they’re  unmatchable. — Better  we  reft 
Untill  your  fon  appears,  it  can’t  be  long — 

Mean  while  we  may  in  Tome  way  difcipline  them,--' 
And  then  I little  doubt  to  beat  down  all. 

Hoel.  There’s  weight  in  what  you  urge — I am 
content, 

Be  it  fo,  we’ll  ftay  his  coming. — Where’s  Morgan  ? 
A braver  foldier  ’mong  our  troops  we  have  not. 

Mont.  In  heart  he  is  a lion, 

But  he  is  tefty  like  an  unback’d  colt 
That  flings  if  he  be  touch’d.  Since  my  return 
We  have  had  a quarrel  ’bout  the  Captain’s  beard; 
It  Teems  he  hath  fworn  he  will  not  reap  his  chin 
Till  we  have  got  a vi dory.  ^ 

Hod,  Soon  may  the  fates  then  fhave  him. 

Mont.  'A  fellow  foldier  in  his  prefence  dar’d 
To  name  a goat,  and  had  I not  put  in 
There  had  been  bloody  crowns. — The  Captain 
foam’d 

And  fplutter’d  Welfh  at  mention  of  the  name, 
Which  he  deem’d  full  of  grofs  refleflion 
Caft  on  his  honour’s  chin. 

Hoel,  When  I am  fad 
It  is  a recreation  to  talk  with  him, 

Bring  him  to  dinner. — I wonder  much  good  Cou- 
fin 

I have  no  letters  from  our  friends  in  the  north. 
Surely  our  father  cannot  fail  of’s  promife 
To  raife  the  troops  we  agreed  fhould  join  our  bro- 
ther 

In  the  defcent  upon  the  Chefhire  fide  ? 

Mont.  I do  not  doubt  ere  this  they  all  are  met 
And  if  they  do  perform  the  plan  propos’d. 

What  power  can  flop  our  bearing  all  before  us  ? 

£2  Without 
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Without  the  Snowdon  troops,  we  fliall,  I deem. 
Be  twenty  thoufand  when  our  forces  meet, 

Befides  what  friends  we  may  pick  up  on  the  way. 
Hod.  What  fays  our  Seer  ? 

Mont.  At  eve  he  took  his  flation  on  the  hill. 
And  for  the  moft  part  of  the  live-long  night 
R^pofe  he  taftednot;  but  there  did  Hand 
Like  a ftone  ftatue  on  a pedcflal. 

Watching  the  golden  ftars,  with  filent  lapfe, 

Steal  to  their  weftern  beds. — Short  was  hisfleep. 

And  at  fun  rife  he  call  his  mantle  off 

And  worfhipp'd  the  new  light  with  fervency. 

HoeL  Did  he  fay  ought  ? 

Mont.  'Tis  now  a month  they  fay  fince  he  hath 
fpoken. 

Hod.  Coufin,  his  filence  bodes  no  good, 

I would  that  he  would  fpeak. — I do  believe 
There's  much  divinity  in  him. 

Mont.  Pifli  none  at  all; 

In  this  my  trufty  brand  there  is  much  more, 

Than  in  full  twenty  fcore  of  fuch  dull  things. 

It  makes  me  curfe  to  fee  the  folemn  fool 
Lead  our  grofs  brains  with  fenfelefs  prophecies, 
'’Gender’d  from  his  half  crazed  fantafies. 

And  moony  dreams ; talking  of  flights  of  birds. 
Entrails  of  beafts,  and  eddies  in  the  ftream. 

Aly  grandmother  in  dotage  knows  as  much  : 

If  he  comes  here  to  day,  I’ll  rate  him  foundly 
About  his  devilifli  legions  that  wait  on  him, 

If  you’ll  believe  the  lime. 

Hod.  Provoke  him  not, 

Coufin,  I pray  you  do  him  no  affront. 

For  tho’  we  may  in  reins  lead  our  belief, 

Our  people  hold  him  high  in  veneration  ; 
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And  we  may  guide  him  as  we  lift,  and  make  him 
Of  powerful  ufe. — Where  is  he  ? Bring  me  to 
him. 

I would  talk  with  him. — - [_ExennU 

Scene  II.  A Part  of  the  Camp, 

Enter  Morgan,  and  a Captain. 

Mor.  The  Prince  is  as  gallant  a foul,  look  you^ 
And  as  hot  a plood  as — 

Capt.  As  muftard  and  bad  onions: — Teaze  not 
me — 

Mor.  Teaze  not  me ! — will  ya  always  pe  a 
churl,  and  a fplenetic  faul  ? — Muftard  and  onions, 
and  bat  onions,  too! — By  St.  Tafid's  plood  your 
prain  is  troupled  with  whims  and  treafonaple  fan- 
tafies,  and  that  it  is  that  makes  ya  fnappifti  like  my 
cur. — Hur  will  exemplify  a little  to  your  intelli- 
gencies,  that  it  is  not  goot  for  man  to  be  moody — ■ 
come  goot  Captain  ere8;  thy  ears  and  pe  merry  if 
you  pe  in  good  heart  for  the  Prince. 

, Capt.  Merry ! — Curfe  on  thefe  forc’d  marches, 
they  will  kill  us  all. — To  be  to-day 'here,  and  to- 
morrow in  another  climate — ’tis  murder  and  mad- 
nefs. — 

Mor.  Look  you  Captain,  if  you  talk  fo  like  a 
cowartly  tog,  hur  will  hook  out  your  tongue  and 
carry  it  to  the  Prince. — 

Capt.  Who  is  more  coward  than  yourfelf,  Mor^ 
gan? 

Mor.  Take  that  knock  for  your  fpeeches. 

Capt.  You  leek  eater — you  goat,  if  your  beard 
were  grown  to  an  handful,  I’d  pull  it  off. 

Mor., 
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Mor.  Hur  feize  you  as  a traitor  to  the  Prince  to 
plk  againft  my  peard — Englifli  villain,  my  peard 
is  vow’d  to  our  faint  for  viftory. — 

CapL  You  mad  fool— ril  fhave  you  in  the  next 
puddle. 

Mor,  Hur  will  cut  your  throat — damn’d  fciirvy 
prating  tog  hur  will  teach  you  to  reverence  my 
peard,  that  hur  will  if  there  pe  any  fan6iity  in  the 
heart  of  a cowart. 

f 

[Going  to  Jlrike  again. 

CapL  Reverence  thy  beard ! ay  thus — 

[Knocks  him  down^  and  exit. 


Enter  Montgomery. 

Mont.  Captain  Morgan ! Hownow!  What  makes 
you  fo  low — and  rolling  in  the  dirt? — Give  me 
thy  hand  man — how  now,  ftand  up — what’s  the 
matter  ? 

Mor.  A tog — my  cholers  are  provok’d,  good  Ge- 
neral, hur  will  preak  his  fcull’s  into  a thoufand  and 
hundert  pieces.— That  Englifli  Captain,  it  is  a 
traytor  and  a tangerous  villain. 

Mont.  Morgan  your  beard  caufes  you  many  dif- 
afters,  better  cut  it  off. 

Mor.  Ha — ho — hur  will  make  know  the  Prince, 
his  General  too  has  no  reverences  for  my  peardl 
Hur  think  your  heart  not  right ; it  is  rebellious  to 
tefpife  my  t^ow. — Hur  will  go  fpeak  of  this  difeo- 
very  to  the  Prince. 

Mont.  Have  patience — lo  where  he  comes. 

' ' Enter 
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Enter  Hoel,  and  the  Seer, 

Mor.  Got  plefs  your  Grace,  hur  am  in  honour- 
able poll  under  your  Grace,  and  hur  have  vow’d 
to  let  grow  and  flioot  my  peard  for  your  vidory. 

■ HoeL  If  there  be  victory  in  thy  beard,  Morgan, 

I prithee  let  it  grow. 

Mor,  Hur  will  nefer  clip,  nor  cut,  nor  fhear  it 
with  iron,  unlefs  look  you,  you  have  the  vi6lory 
over  your  enemies,  and  your  Englifh  foes,  and  hur 
will  fight  for  your  caufe,  look  you,  and  hur  will 
die  if  it  pe  my  fortune  to  pe  kill’d  for  your  Grace ; 
but  hur  pefeech  your  Grace,  if  you  pe  an  honeft 
man,  that  you  proteH  my  peard  from  the  jeers  and 
infults  of  your  captains. — Hur  am  in  adverfities 
when  hur  fhou’d  pe  in  the  profperities  of  your 
Grace. 

Hoel  Coufin  Montgomer)^  this  man  is  a bold 
one,  ' . 

Gird  this  fword  on  him,  as  a teftimony 
That  we  do  hold  him  in  an  high  regard; 

Bring  him  to  dinner  with  us. 

Mor,  Got  plefs  your  Grace — this  will  cheer  my 
fpirits  petter  than  St.  Dafid’s  pottage. — Hur  will 
come  alfuredly. 

\_Exit  Morgan, 

Hoel  Now  prophecy:  Thou  man  of  higher 
fight. 

That  can’ll  look  thro’  futurity,  what  fee’ll  thou 
About  our  Hate  in  time’s  profoundell  cave  ? 

Speak  Sir.— What  art  thou  Hill  a mute. 

Mont,  A plague  on  fuch  diviners — my  Lord 
You  wou’d  prefs  from  him  what  he  hath  not  in 
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My  horfe  I think  knows  full  as  much  as  he, 

If  you  had  credit  to,  believe  his  figns, 

As  I will  expound  them  to  you. 

Hod.  Coufin  Montgomery,  reft  ftill. 

Ster.  Mark  me — 

Mont.  And  mark  me  too — I’ll  tell  you  things 
to  c^)me 

About  our  warfare. — Look  where  I point  my 
fword, 

There  lies  the  foe — juft  in  our  foot  path,  there — 
He  there  oppofes  us  in  warlike  fliew : 

This  fteel  muft  carve  ourpaftage;  but  this  fteef 
Is  paffive,  if  that  we  who  brandifli  it 
Have  not  bold  aHive  fouls  to  prove  its  edge, 
Refiftlcfs  as  a fcythe  in  harveft  time 
To  mow  down  all — in  thee  my  Prince  it  lies, 

To  lead  our  hardy  bands  the  way  that  feems 
The  beft  in  wifdom : — Hope  grows  to 
from  this, 

And  hope  is  treble  fmews  to  the  brave. 

'’Tis  ever  beft,  to  think  the  beft  is  ours : 

Our  fate  lies  in  ourfelves,  or  brave  or  bafe  : 

Be  fure  no  dye  is  caft  predeftinately 
To  give  to  cowards  viHory,  or  tye 
The  valiant  hands  from  doing  valiantly. — 

What  knoweft  thou  that  reacheth  beyond  this  ? 

• Speak  if  thou  can’ft. 

Seer.  I dream’tlaft  night — 

Mont.  And  fo  did  I — I was  engaged  in  fight 
Where  the  enemies  ran  like  fheep. — 

Hod.  Peace  good  coufin — hear  him. 

Seer.  I dream’d  I law  your  armies  in  array, 
And  heard  the  word  for  fight — when  fbddenly 
The  fun  grew  black,  and  all  was  dark. — I ftiook 

With 
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With  horrible  fear — and  as  I woke  this  morn, 

1 call;  my  mantle  towards  the  rifing  orb ; 

And  pray’d  it  be  propitious. 

Kent/  And  what  proceeds  from  this, 

More  unto  us  than  to  our  enemies  ? 

Seer.  Mark  further — as  I walk’d  forth  I found 
An  horny  fubftance  which  firft  took  my  eye. 
i pray’d  ere  I dar’d  touch  it — then  held  it  to  the 
fun, 

But  its  tranfparency  was  thick  and  cloudy, 

Which  doth  import  fome  death  is  near  yourhoft.  - 
Mont.  By  my  troth  he  may  be  right,  I now  fhalt 
hold  him 

In  better  apprehenfion — ho  there  — call  my 
groom  — - 

I brought  an  old  and  valuable  Heed 
Among  my  train — my  father  rode  on  it,  , 

As  I did  when  I was  young — the  time-worn  ani- 
mal 

Grew  fick  on  marching — andmay  by  this  be  dead, 
I lhail  be  griev’d  to  lofe  him,  for  he  is  grown 
Deep  in  my  love  for  noble  qualities. 

Hoel.  Whatever  be  your  thoughts,  I pray  you 
let  not 

Your  things  unfavourable  flip  ’mong  our  folks,  ' 
But  fay  that  all  looks  well,  and  time  rides  high 
With  puilfance  to  our  caufe. 

Mo7it.  I tho’  common  born. 

Can  prophefy  good  things  from  that  report. 

Seer.  On  a lone  mountain  was  I born  and  bred, 
But  by  no  mortal  mother.  I have  Icarn’d 
From  minds  inviflble^ what  man  contains: 

Never  did  I affociate  with  my  kind, 

Till  you  conftrain’d  me  from  my  folitude. 
holler’d  by  none — pupill’d  by  none  on  earth : 

1 call  the  ilars  byname — and  know  their  couiTe, 

F ^ ^ Their 
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Their  afpeft,  influence  and  fecret  times : 

Spirits  I have  that  feiye  me  at  my  will. 

Yea  from  this  Teeming  void  were  I difpos’d, 

I could  call  Myriads  round  me — ^who  is  there 
That  can  bring  harm  upon  me ! — none, 

I can  make  thunder,  tho"  the  Iky  be  clear. 

Brew  winds  and  tempefts  at  a wave  o’  my  jdafF. 
And  irhpious  is  the  man  that  feoffs  my  gifts. 

Mont,  Trufl  me  but  he  hath  great  accomplifli- 
ments : 


I’ll  tell  thee  too — in  the  Englifli  court  my  youth 
Was  nurtur’d  up,  as  was  our  noble  Prince  ; 

And  there  we  learn’d  the  mighty  worth  of  truth, 
And  he  who  gulls  the  world  with  forgeries, 
Murders  the  end  of  knowledge. 

Seer,.  Shall  I make  thunder? 

Mo7it.  Give  fire  to  my  wrath,  and  it  fhall  roar, 
More  terrible  to  thine  ear,  than  all  the  vapours. 
The  fickly  earth  breathes  forth — yea,  this  our 
Prince, 

Bears  thunder  in  him,  ay,  and  lightening  too, 
Tho’  now  he  fliines  fo  calmly — 

Hod,  No  more  of  this — Coufin  Montgomery, 

1 pray  you,  peace. 

Mo?it,  I have  done. — 

Hoel,  For  many  things,  moft  venerable  Sir,  ‘ 

I hold  yoii  dear  to  thought.— Ufe  your  difcretion, 
With  that  part  of  our  holt  that  vifits  you. 

Farewell — you  to  your  contemplations. 

We  to  our  warlike  thoughts. — Coufin  awordwiUi 
you. 

Exeunt  Omnes. 


Scene 
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Scene  III.  A Tent  in  the  Englijh  Camp. 

Herbert,  Kent,  OJfa,  Edelwyn,  and  other  'OJicers 
' ' inCoimcil. 

t 

Her.  We’ll  move  in  early  morn — 

So  quick  of  motion  are  thofe  mountaineers, 

W e fcarce  know  where  to  look  for  them — to- 
morrow 

Wc  will  break  up — this  halt’s  too  long — whilfl  we 
delay, 

They’ll  make  ir^curfion  to  the  heart  o’  the  land — 
Hoel  is  fubtle — but  if  we  are  quick 
I truft  to  find  him  nowon  Wye. 

^ Kent.  Herbert,  thy  nimble  fpirit  thinks  it  long 
To  halt  a day,  tho’ we  have  travel’d  hard, 
Encountering  and  furpaffing  many  rubs 
Of  defperate  oppofitionin  our  way. 

1 hefe  ten  days  paft  our  men  with  hearty  fpirits 
Have  borne  all  difficulties,  frofl  and  fiiow, 
Foulnefs  of  ways  and  pinching  of  fupplies. 

And  yet  you  cry,  on,  on — as  if  they  were 
Infenfible  of  toils  and  fufferings.  » 

But  good  my  Lord  confider  what  you  do; 

Our  bodies  are  not  made  of  flint  or  iron  ; 

Sicknefs  already  fpreads  in  many  tents. 

In  truth  we  (land  in  need  of  many  things. 

But  chief  of  reft — the  balm  reftorative 
1 o priftine  vigour- — we  chace  the  foe 
With  equal  fpeed,  as  if  we  were  purfued, 

And  fled  for  our  lives. — Indeed  if  we  were  gods 
Wc  might  command  the  clouds  to  hold  their  wa- 
ters, 
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And  bid  fair  fummer  wait  us  on  our  march: 

But  as  are  mortals  only,  I do  think 
^Twere  for  the  fervice  of  my  lord  the  king, 

That  we  fliouldhalt  till  we  have  got  our  breath, 
And  frefli  fupplies  come  in,  to  give  us  heart 
To  chace  thefe  wild  and  mod  irregular  foes. 

^ Herb.  Ha,  by  my  life  I fwear, 

I have  no  patience  till  I do  behold 
The  wild  dog’s  banner  flying  in  the  air. 

If  there  be  any  here  that  want  an  heart, 

Let  them  get  home  at  once — if  you  have  dread, 
My'Lord,  they’re  foldiers  of  a right  good  blood 
To  fill  the  rank  you  hold  I warrant  you. 

Kent.  My  Lord  you  do  me  wrong,  not  for  mv''* 
fclf 

I thusadvife,  ’tis  for  our  valiant  men. 

For  valour  perfonal,  dare  me  to  what  you  dare. 
And  I’ll  outgo  the  word  you  dare  to  name. 

Who  is  there  that  will  fay  Kent  e’er  was  known 
To  give,  his  thoughts  unto  bafe  hearted  fear  ? 

Let  him  dand  forth  and  Kent  will  make  him  trem^ 
ble, 

For  his  envenom'd  flander.  Thefe  fifteen  years 
Has  not  the  hardy  Scot  in  warlike  trim 
Beheld  me  in  his  land? — Bear  I not  many  fears. 
As  mouths  to  publidi  what  I have  endur’d 
For  England’s  caufe  ? — Have  I not  tented  in  field 
From  years  of  childhood?  and  in  my  life’s  courfe 
Have  I not  trod  in  ways  all  full  of  death  ? 

Yet  in  the  word,  deny  it  they  who  can, 

.Courage  I’ve  grafp’d,  as  it  had  been  my  diield: 
Drove  fear  away : — held  councils  in  our  bread, 

As  cool  as  Cato  in  the  capitol. 

Herbert  you  know  I do  not  lye  in  this, 

And  ’tis  unkind  in  you  to  give  to  air 
Such  words  as  you  now  fpake. 
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Herb.  That  you  do  hold  an  honourable  rank 
For  prowels  military  is  well  known ; 

And  if  I have  offended  you,  my  Lord, 

It  is  a thing  I never  meant  to  do; 

Therefore  lb  far  as  it  befits  my  honour, 

Your  pardon  I do  aflv.' 

Offa.  By  the  rood  'tis  bravely  fpoken, 

Lord  Kent,  your  hand,  and  yours,  my  noble  Her-, 
bert. 

Thus  do  I join  them,  and  knit  up  this  breach. 

Ye  both  are  men  of  truly  gen’rous  fpirits  : 

You  Kent,  that  are  right  tender  of  your  honour. 
And  Herbert;  that  can  in  a cafe  of  warmth 
Do  courtefy  for  Jiis  error.  Thus  fhou'd  foldiers 
do: 

For  honour  lives  not  in  a ftubborn  heart. — 

As  for  the  matter  that  we  had  in  hand, 

My  lord,  Tve  been  juft  now  thro  out  the  camp. 
And  find  not  only  men,  but  horfes  too, 

Not  half  of  what  they  were  a fortnight  paft. 

All  want  refe8:ion — many  now  lie  fick, 

Yet  not  one  tongue  is  murmurous,  for  all 
Defire,  no  lefs  than  you,  t’enga^^e  the  foe. 

And,  till  they  drop,  theyll  not  defert  your  flag. 
Edel.  Whkt  Offa  fays,  is  true,  my  lord. 

Herb.  Then  we’ll  ftill  halt — but  yet  fome  troops 
Should  march  to-morrow,  to  be  near  at  hand 
To  aid  the  light  horfe,  for  if  the  foe  takes  Se- 
vern, 

As  feems  too  probable,  their  little  force 
Cannot  long  bay  them. 

• Kent.  To  that,  my  lord,  I give  my  voice  moft 
free — 

offa.  Indeed  I think  that  ftep  of  moment. 
Herb.  Then  let  five  thoufand  of  the  healthieft 
March  off  to-morrow — an  officer, 

— I have 


E DCr  A R and  E L F R I D A, 

— I have  letters  here  from  the  king  in  Dcvonfliire, 
Me  hath  heard  how  ferious  our  affairs  are  grown. 
And  vows  hiinfelf  to  head  the  army  fhortiv  ; 

He  doth  command  his  handard  be  dilplay’d. 

And  preparations  made,  more  fplendid  far  ’ 

Than  ere  he  us’d  in  the  fieJd. 

Edel.  What  is  the  caufe,  my  lord? 

- Jkrb,  That  he  lays  not  in  his  letter — but  IVe 
learn'd, 

That  the  molf  courteous  and  good-natur’d  lord. 
Young  Ethelwold,  is  fuddenly  deceas’d  ; 

And  that  his  majefly,  in  amorous  hafte, 

Hath  taken  his  beauteous  widow  to  his  wife, 
Whom  it  is  faid  will  hither  come  with  him. 

Edel.  The  gods  forbid  that  Ethelwold  be  dead  ! 
Mow  died  he,  gocxl  my  lord  ? 

Herb.  Found  dead  in  the  garden,  as  goes  the 
report. 

Edel.  Good  gods!  and  the  king  wedded  to  his 
widow  ? 

Herb.  Ay,'  to  the  mod  divine  Elfrida. 
jidd.  Alas,  poor  Ethelwold  ! if  thy  brave  thread 
be  fnapt, 

Who  may  expefl  old  age  ? In  him,  good  foul, 
I've  lod,  as  'twere  a brother — he  was  my  friend, 
Our  hearts  were  leagu’d  together  from  our  child- 
hood ; 

I knew  him,  Sirs,  far  better  than  ye  all, 

A nobleman  of  a right-natur’d  Ipirit, 

Soft  in  his  temper  as  a month  in  fpring  : 

Oft  did  he  drop  the  tear  to  the  mifeiy 
Of  him  that  had  no  helper ; yea,  reliev’d 
With  ‘a  mod  bounteous  hand— the  kin?  did  hold 
him 

In  an  high-feeming  favour — truded  him 
With  matters  of  his  fecrecies : his  fault  ' 

(And 
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f And,  if  a fault,  the  bed  of  us  are  friends  tod) 

W as,  being  madly  bent  to  ferve  the  fair. 

Which  into  deepeft  confequcncc  betray’d  him. 
And  made  him  oft  a flave  and  fLifi'erer. 

Kent.  He  was  with  the  king  when  he  fojourn’d 
• i’thc  north, 

And  I did  nf:ue  him  then  for  happy  gifts. 

He  had  the  lecret  art  to  the  utmolf  pals. 

To  ’witch  all  hearts  unto  him. 

Offa.  Much  doth  the  king  adore  our  earthly 
angels. 

Herb.  Indeed  he  hath  affeffions  violent 
Towards  every  young  and  flow’ry  cheek 

E filer  a Guard. 

Gu.  Sirs,  at  the  tent  door  ftands  a brain-fick 
woman. 

Veiled  fhe  is,  and  very  big  with  child. 

She  doth  demand  an  entrance  here,  nay  drives 
I'o  foree  our  oppofition.  Wild  is  her  lalk, 

And  much  about  the  king  : — her  drefs  is  rich. 

But  ftrangely  mix’d — one  half  of  her  being  nun, 
And  fhe  keeps  feeret  who  fhe  is.  The  pco})lc 
In  clouds  flock  round  her,  and  die  doth  harangue 
them  ^ 

In  high  and  lofty  dile. 

Herb.  Bring  her  in.  ^ [^Exit  guei.rd , 

Offa.  One  of  our  monarch’s  paramours,  I tro\r. 
Edel.  Tthc  cloider  did  the  king  uniodfe  the 
zone 

Of  a mofl  beauteous  virgin;  tho’  fome  fay, 

He  marry’dher  ere  he  obtain’d  his  will.  * 

Perhaps  this  may  be  her,  for  it  was  laid, 

Slie  grew  diffract  upon  lus  leaving  her — 

It  Ifiirck  her  to  the  heart — Sec  where  fiie  com.es; 
Li  her  dilfraHion  lives  much  dignity. 
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Enter  Edit  ha  Ijeil’d. 

Ed.  O gemini ! So,  fo,  what  a gallant  flicw  h 
here  ! [walks  and  peers  about  in  filence~]  tell  me, 
fair  gentlemen,  where  have  ye  hid  the  king  ? will 
ye  not  let  me  fee  him  ? I love  him,  and  would  favc 
him  from  tlie  deftroying  angel — there  he  is  in  the 
air — look  there,  he  fits  upon  that  black  cloud — his 
bow  is  bent  and  drawn — oh,  it  lightens,  ha! — 
' ceafe  the  thunder,  will  ye,  will  ye — nay  then,  me, 
kill  me — flrikc — ay  me,  me,  me,  me. 

[Exit,  with  eyes  wildly Jixd. 
Edel.  What  a fair  flruCturc  is  there  ruin'd, 

All  the  divine  proportions  out  of  frame. 

Ke7it.  Indeed,  indeed — I muft  find  who  flie  is ; 
On  fight  of  her  I have 'a  qualm  at  heart. 

I had  a daughter  when  I went  to  the  north, 

Since  which  IVe  learn’d  fhe  took  the  holy  veil; 
Prav  heaven  flie  yet  be  fafe.  [ Exit  Kent, 

Edel.  A fairer  maid  ne’er  liv’d  than  was  his 
daughter. 

In  a religious  extafy  it  was, 

That,  three  years  gone,  fhe  did  defert  the  world. 
To  mew  her  charms  up  in  a barren  life. 

But  yet  I cannot  think  that  this  is  flie. 

Enter  a Mejfenger. 

Herb.  What  news  ? 

Mejf.  All  well,  my  lord,  they  have  made  good 
their  march, 

And  arc  encamp’d  upon  die  river’s  bank. 
Watching  the  fubtle  Welchmen,  who  fit  down 
Mod  quietly  upon  the  other  fide. 

They  fhew’d  at  hrif.  ibme  dirpofition 
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To  be  in  hafte  to  crofs  into  the  plains, 

Biit  now  they  reft  fans  motion. 

Herb.  Would  that  we  could  inftnuate  a fpy, 

To  bring  us  note  what  they  intend  to  do. 

I am  hire  they  have  fome  mifchief  now  a hatching, 
Offa,  I well  coil’d  wifti  you’d  be  that  fpy : 

Your  wifdom  and  your  art  co-operating, 

Will  get  an  eye  into  their  clofeft  councils; 

Take  you  the  habit  of  a peafant  clown, 

With  bell  and  bafket  vend  among  them  fruits. 

You  have  the  happy  talent  of  aftuming 
A nature  fuited  to  the  ikin  you  v/ear. 

With  fluency  you  talk  moft  dialers  / 

And  on  occafion  you  ling  uncouth  fongs, 

Such  as  delight  the  ear  of  every  one. 

I promife  you,  in  name  of  my  lord  the  king, 

A prefent  worthy  of  the  beft  to  accept ; 

But  get  you  quick  to  work. 

Offa.  My  lord.  I’ll  go  this  inftant — and  what 
arts 

Are  in  my  power,  I will  put  into  praQice. 

Herb.  I truft  lefs  wit  will  ferve  thee  in  this  cafe, 
Than  with  the  wary  Scots — fuccefs  go  with  thee. 
Offa,  Farewel,  my  lord — farewel  to  all. 

\_Exit  Offa. 

Herb.  I do  conceive  the  faireft  hopes  from 
him ; 

There’s  none  on  earth  excells  him  in  the  way 
Of  mimicking  the  thing  he  takes  in  head. 

He  can  talk  Welfli — at  pleafure  he  doth  change 
His  voice  and  face,  yea,  feemingly  indeed, 

The  very  functions  of  his  foul  within  ; 

And  to  that  excellent  pitch,  that  we  that  knew 
him 

Have  often  grofsly  been  deceiv’d  by  him. 
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W e ferv'd  together  in  the  Scottifli  war%  , 

And  needing  much  the  knowledge  of  feme  things^  ^ 
Then  doing  in  the*enemy's  quarters  ; thither, 

Hid  in  a ruftic  garb,  with  ftaff'  in  hand, 

And  a moll  clownifh  and  uncivjl  fpeech, 

With  country  wares  borne  on  a ftarveling  horfe. 
He  went  unnotic’d,  and  convers'd  with  all  : 

There  learnt  he  to  a word  what  we  much  wanted, 
And  fo  return’d  as  one  not  worth  regarding, 

Edel.  Great  vifl’ries  hang  not  ever  on  the  arm 
Of  doughty  ftrength — Ithaca  ftill  wins  more 
Than  brawny  Ajax — [Trumpets  within. 

Herb.  Hark — hark — it  is  the  king ! 

Break  up.  [Exeunt. 


Manet  Edelwyn. 

Edel.  O Ethelwold,  if  thou  haft  had  foul  play, 
As  I forecaft,  thy  gentle  fpirit  (hall  not 
Flit  unreveng’d  upon  the  empty  winds. . 

Here  ftands  thy  friend  : and  to  the  facred  work-  _ 
Devotes himfelf — aflift  me,  vengeance ! vengeance ! 
And  ftiould  I fail  in  the  moft  juft  attempt, 

I’ll  keep  thee  company  on  high.  [Exit, 

Scene  IV*  ^ Camp. — Trumpets. 

* # 

Eni^r  -Eing,  QueenyRenda,  and  Attendants. 

* - ry 

King.  Welcome  unto  the  camp,  my  faireft 
warrior, 

Nature  here  wears  a very  different  face 
Than  hitherto  thou  haft  feen — the  matin  lark 
Shall  not  here  wake  your  fleep,  but,  in  bis  ftead, 
The  trumpet’s  flirill  and  warlike  tongue  lhall  rouze 
'thee. 
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No  garden's  flowery  work  is  here  to  do  ; 

My  bird, ' rilTeach  thee  how  to  rank  an  army,  * 
And  drehs  fierce  Mars's  helm — where's  lord  Her- 
bert ? 

Yet  do  not  think  that  we  are  men  of  iron,  ' 

W e’ll  fhew  you  many  things  that  needs  mufl:  pleafe 
you. 

Enter  Heilert  and  Oncers. 

King,  Herbert,  I’m  glad  to  fee  thee— worthy 
gentlemen. 

You  do  us  honour — 

Herb.  Mofl:  welcome  to  the  camp,  my  fovereign. 
King.  We  come  not  fingly  now — behold, 
we've  brought 

The  rofe  of  the  world — we  mufl  put  forth  our  befl;, 
Left  fhe  cry,  fie  on  us — Give  them  thine  hand, 
Kifs  it,  my  warriors— fee  ye  make  her  welcome. 
Lead  to  our  tent,  and  when  we  are  refrefh'd, 

We'll  hear  how  go  affairs  againft  thefe  Welflimen. 

\_Excunt. 

Enter  Kent,  Edelwyn,  and  Phyfician. 

Kent.  O Edelwyn,  my  feated  heart  is  wounded 
To  the  very  core  : it  is  indeed  my  daughter: 
Good  dofior,  get  you  quickly  to  my  tent, 

I've  there  repos'd  her — ufe  yourutmoft  fkill 
To  ftill  her  raging  brain — I prithee  do — 

Truft  me,  your  care  fhall  not  go  unrewarded. 

Phy.  My  lord.  I'll  drain  the  bottom  of  my  fldll, 
If  that  can  her  reftore  : her  cafe  is  nice, 

And,  if  I err  not  much,  the  hour  is  near. 

That  fhe  muft  be  deliver'd. 

Kcnt^ 
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Kent,  In  all,  I do  commend  her  to  your  care, 
And,  with  the  feelings  of  a tender  father ; 

It  is  my  only  child — if  flie  do  ill, 

My  life  will  drag  on  mournfully.  [_Exit  Phyfician. 

Kent,  O,  Coufin^  heavy  is  the  tale,  indeed, 
Which  I have  learned — the  kmg,  the  king,  'tis 
he, 

That  hath  undone  me  in  my  deareft  child. 

IVe  culfd  out  of  her  wild  and  diffus’d  talk, 

That,  ’ere  he  won  her,  he  did  marry  her; 

But  fince  he  hath  been  abfoly’d — which  thing  fo 
mov’d 

The  fettled  virtue  of  her  holy  heart, 

That,  as  you’ve  feen,  her  fenfe  is  overturn’d — 
Curfe  on  his  head,  I have  good  caufe  to  rage. 
Yea,  I coil’d  fplit  the  cope  of  heav’n  with  pray "rs, 
To  blafthim  for  this  treatment  infamous. 

For  his  fake  have  I wafled  much  good  wealth, 
Fatigues  and  painful  fervdces  endur’d. 

For  many  years  i’the  North — I look’d  for  meed, 
I’  the  diflribution  of  the  conquer’d  lands, 

But,  whoop,  they’re  given  unto  favourites, 

That  e’er  are  barking  like  my  lady’s  dog, 

Before  the  fire — was  not  this  enough 
To  kindle  me  to  wrath  ? I wanted  not 
This  knowledge  of  my  dear  child’s  injury. 

To  inflame  my  brain  indeed — O Edelwyn!  Q 
coufm  ! 

If  I have  not  redrefs,  I fhall  go  mad. 

Edel,  Ha,  ha — it  is  the  king ; know  you  not  that? 
And  what  kings  lift  to  do — why,  that  is  law, 

And  they  muft  have  our  worfhip,  though  they 
fcourge  us. 

O,  my  lord,  juftice  is  a child  of  th’imagination — 
A bugbear,  coin’d  for  merchants  and  mechanics. 
But,  Kent,  I cou’d  exhibit  thee  a glafs, 
Thatfetsus  all  in  prefentation  true. 

Poor4 
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Poor-heaned  lubjefts  'tis  that  make  vile  kings : 
’khe  beads  of  burthen  thofe,  yielding  their  mouths 
To  champ  their  iron  curbs — for  when  they  are  up 
They  whip  them  on,  they  dare  not  flinch,  no, 
they  dare  not. 

Kent,  But  I will  have  redrefs 

Edel,  Thou  wou'dft,  but  where  ? ■ 

Many  there  be  that  cry  out  for  redrefs,  • * 

Tho’  they  be  dead — knew’fl:  thou  Ethelwold  ? 
Kent.  Right  well — I lov’d  him  for  his  qualities. 
Edel.  Ele  was  well-natur’d,  juft,  and  open- 
hearted. 

Courteous  and  generous,  warm  and  free  in  friend- 
ftiip. 

And,  for  thefe  vices 

Kent.  Call  you  thefe  vices  ? 

Edel.  The  recompence  they  brought  him 
Being  nothing  lefs  than  a moft.  fudden  death, 

Gives  them  that  name — O,  my  lord,  apoplexies 
Are  very  frequent  where  kings  do  not  love. 

Kent.  But  Edgar  lov’d  him. 

Edd.  Ay,  whilft  he  was  adminiftrant  to  his 
pleafures, 

So  unto  all  that  ferve  him  in  fame  way. 

Shews  he  a fmiling  eye  ; but  let  them  flack, 

And  bight  prefto,  away  is  gone  his  love. 

True  love  is  founded  in  the  inward  foul, 

Is  patient,  and  bears  long  with  human  weaknefs; 
It  is  moft  piteous  when  a friend  doth  wry, 

Yea,  toils  to  right  the  inharmonious  limb, 

Not  amputates  like  anunfldlful  furgeon. 

Pity  that  Ethelwold  did  wed  Elfrida, 

In  her  married  death  : no  facred  bars 

Can  ftay  a monarch’s  luft — your  daughter  now 

Bears  melancholy  proof  of  what  I fay. 

Look  up,  my  lord — methinks  I fee  revenge 

Sailing, 
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Sailing,  ' moll  angel-like,  in  yonder  lky: 
Indeed,  ! indeed — I have  a fpirit  within, 
That;ltmn'gly  doth  fuggeft  fuch  vifions  to  me 
But  ydu,  ohiyoii,  fo  wong’d  in  every  thing,’ 
Are  far  more  patient  than  a llieep  new  llioni. 
Had  I fuch  motives  to  inflame  my  thoughts 
I’d  do ^ “ ’ 


Kent.  I beg  a word  with  you  this  even, 
Without  the  camp— methinks  .1  view  in  you 
The  piflure  of  my  mind— cliange  weapons,  here’s 
my,  {'word, 

In  witnefs  of  my  fecrecy  in  all. 

. Edd.  And  here’s  mine — the  metal  is  as  true  ' 
As  friendlhip  e’er  Ihould  be- itmuft  be  worn 
Only  where  there  is  honefty— farewel,  in  the 
evening — • 

Kent,  I will  not  fail.  [^Eseunt. 


End  of  the  Second  Act, 
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ACT  III.  Scene  I. 

HoeVs  Tent. 

Ho  el Joins,  reading  a letter. 

“ THE  forces  which  our  father  had  raifed  on 
the  banks-  of  Conway,  and  in  the  Snowdon  parts, 
“ were' met  together  in  arms,  to  the  fum  of  ff teen 
, “ thoifand ''  (a  goodly  number,  in  footh ; what 
follows  this?) — ff  teen  thoufand  fghting  men; 
“ but  our  father,  whom  you  know  now  verges  on  ex-- 
treme  age,’*  (That  I know  well,  but  is  he  not 
valiant?  Is  he  fearful?  is  he  unwife?)  had  a 
“ notice  delivered  him  by  a fecret  hand,  that  if 
“ he  did  not  difoand  thefe  troops,  his  life  was  in 
“ imminent  danger  from  fome  friends  of  king  Ed- 
gar,  who  were  then  very  near  him  : fo”  (oh,  we 
did  wrong  to  reft  fuch  a charge  on  old  age  alone) 
''  fo  he  hath  difarm’ d them  all,  and  fent  them  home 
‘‘  quietly,”  (gods ! is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Old  man,  what  had’ft  thou  to  fear  ? thou  would'ft. 
In  a fbort  day,  like  fruit  that's  over-ripe, 

Have  drop'd  fans  plucking,  in  the  lap  of  earth. 
Thou  waft  a trufty  bow  till  now,  but  now 
Thou  ftart  ft  when  thy  children’s  fate  rides  high : 
How  ill  does  the  end  with  all  the  reft  agree  ? 
Well,  on  ourfelves  we’II  reft. — but  further) 

myfelf  [thd  this  difappo  indent  was  a fun- 
‘‘  ning  blow  to  me,  I had  yet  taken  heart  to  ad- 
vance  upon  the  plan  agreed” — (brave  and  trufty 
brother !)  hut  when  my  troops  came  to  under- 
^ fand  that  fuch  was  the  event,  and  fuch  was  my- 
refolve,  they  firait  mutiny  d all  to  a man,  and 
now  I am  left  alone  like  a tree  upon  an  hill, — 
Haftards  and  cowards ! — 

Td 
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rd  hung  up  every  tenth  man  of  them,  (b 
Have  forc’d  the  reft  to  battle— degenerate  Britons! 
It  ne’er  before  was  known  that  ye  ftiould  flinch  ; 
Where  is  the  fierceiiefs  of  your  anceftors  ? 

Their  fouls  live  not  in  you — baftards,  baftards, 
Mere  ftiadows  of  th^  heroes  that  begat  ye  ; 

Go,  hide  ye,  hide  ye  now  for  very  fiiame. 

Cover  ye  in  your  unperceived  dens, 

Nor  look  again  upon  the  holy  fun. 

That  faw  ye  turn  your  backs  upon  your  chief. 

We’ll  do  our  work'without  you — come  fire-ey’d 
courage, 

Fortune  fmile  thou  upon  our  daring  arms; 

We’ll  try  a field  with  you,  and  what  we  want 
In  numbers,  ftiall  be  found  in  hardynefs. 

Now  for  the  fpiritof  Cadwallador. 

Stiffen  our  nerves — give  to  our  faulchions  edge. 
That  they  who  fee,  may  deem  his  ghoft  in  arms. 
Bearing  in  vengeance  down — 

How  now, — what  news? 

Enter  Mejfengcr, 

My  lord — the  horfe  are  arriv’d. 

I am  glad  on’t — where’s  my  fon  ? ‘ 

Here  at  hand,  my  lord — 

[^Exit  Mejfengcr, 

Enter  Leolyn  and  Montgomery, 

HocL  I am  glad  ye  are  come, 

What  hath  delay’d  ye  thus  ? 

Leo.  The  coming  in  of  our  fupplics. 

HoeL  There’s  much  work  for  every  one  of  us, 
Yea,  more  than  to  our  fhare  allotted  was. 

In  the  firft  difpofe  of  things — and,  peradventure. 

More 
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More  than  we  may  in  prudence  undertake. 

Read  that,  Leolyn,  and  coufin  Hugh,  read  thou; 
Then  fee  what  in  your  minds  it  may  beget: 
Whether  your  fpirits  meet  rebuff,  and  wince 
In  this  fore  pinch  of  fortune — 

‘—Well,  what  think  you  ? 

Speak,  fiiall  we  wave  our  banners  to  the  eafl. 

Or  furl  them  with  the  indigence  of  things, 

And  heal  home  fecretly  ? 

LeoL  Tho’  this  giglet  fortune, 

Seems  to  frown  on-us  in  our  auxiliaries, 

I cannot  think  our  fituation  fuch, 

As  not  to  hope  our  warfare  may  go  well. 

Our  bands  are  full,  the  men  all  bold  and  hearty  ; 
They  look  for  doings  full  of  glorious  heat. 

If  there  be  room  to  root  one  doubt  upon, 

*T would  be  to  meet  the  foes  on  champaign  ground. 
Can  we  not  means  devife  to  make  the  enemy 
Crofs  o’er  the  river  ? If  we,  by  artful  ways, 

Could  but  decoy  them  up  among  the  hills, 

We  then  fhould  hold  them  at  uneven  points. 

Our  pow’rs  would  afl  more  free  and  vig’roufly- 
They,  unaccuflom’d  to  fuch  ffrait  defiles, 

Muff  be  much  broken  in  attacking  us. 

‘ Their  horfe  quite  ufelefs  ’mongthe  many  crags. 
While  ours  being  fmall,  and  apt  to  clambering, 
May  gall  them  at  good  pleafure. 

Mont.  It  may  be  done — let  us  hang  colours  out. 
That  we  are  difpoffefs’d  of  heart  for  fight. 

Indeed  I think  with  fudden  fpeed  they’ll  know, 
That  all  our  hopes  from  the  north  are  gone  to  air,. 
Thence  will  their  eagernefs  be  doubly  great 
To  give  us  battle. — It  is  the  trap  of  fortune. 

When  confidence  fhuts  up  the  cautious  eye, 

The  foot  thenfearlefs  treads,  and  fo  is  caught, 
Where  it  fufpeds  no  danger. 

Hod, 
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HoeL  Coufin  Hugh, 

I grant  you  this,  but  I have  notice  here, 

That  Herbert,  with  the  main  part  of  his  pow’rs, 
Are  fickly,  and  encamp  not  far  from  Worcefter. 
The  vanguard  watching  us  on  yonder  bank. 

May  with  fmall  fight  be  trodden  under  foot ; 

And  then  the  reft,  fo  feeble  as  they  are, 

We  well  may  match  a-field. — 

Mont,  If  it  be  fo,  we  fliou’d  away  betimes. 
HoeL  At  fet  of  fun  we’ll  rife — 

Go,  Leolyn,  prepare  the  foldicrs  for  it; 
Command  them  filence  as  they  move  along. 
We’ll  fall  upon  them  when  they  are  laid  in  flcep. 
Nor  dreaming  we  fliall  vifit  them  fo  foon. 

What  w’e  have  loft  in  lofing  of  our  numbers, 

Muft  in  ourfelves  be  found  with  ufury. 

Leol.  The  plan  looks  well — I will  betake  mr- 
felf 

Among  the  troops,  and  vifit  all  their  tents ; 

I’ll  tell  them  ftories  of  the  ancientry, 

Of  inroads,  battles,  bloody  vidories. 

Of  glorious  perils,  and  magnanimous  deaths, 
Triumphs  of  handfuls  over  full-rank’d  hofts ; 
Their  heart-ftrings  I’ll  brace  up  to  the  belt  tone 
That  they  fliall  be  precipitate  to  move  ; 

And  every  one,  by  hearing  of  my  tales, 

Shall  grow  in  puiflance  double  what  he  is, 
Clafliing  defiance  on  their  brazen  ftiields, 

Holding  the  enemies  in  huge  contempt. 

HoeL  There’s  courage  in  thy  voice — fo  do,  my 
boy : 

Thy  tongue  is  as  a trumpet  in  the  night, 

That  calls  us  up  to  arms  and  noble  feats, — 

Go,  and  bid  Jones  prepare  my  horfe  anon ; 

The  crop-.ear'd  ftone-horfe,  he  fliall  be  my  bird, 

To 
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To  bear  me  flaming  on  the  injurious  foe. 

\^Exit  Ltolyy^^ 

Coufin  Montgomery,  be  near  us  ftill. 

I think  your  Itomach  brooks  as  much  as  mine 
A tyrant’s  weight,  though  he  fhould  ride  us  only 
With  a filk  reign — remember  us  on  Dee, 
Remember  too  he  calls  us  tributaries* 

Remember — ah,  whilft  this  arm  hath  powT 
To  draw  this  fword.  I’ll  tell  him  he  doth  wrong, 
To  think  the  Cambrians  can  be  tam’d  to  flaves.  ' 
Mont.  I have  no  other  thought — and  witnefs 

I wifh  no  other  fate  than  yours,  my  prince. 

We’ve  pac’d  together  from  our  boyifti  days, 

I think  our  minds  .are  wedded  each  to  each; 
Come  then  what  will,  Hugh  de  Montgomery 
Will  welcome  it — to  triumph,  or  to  die, 

With  the  good  Hod  is  his  heart’s  defire. 

Hoel.  I thank  thee,  coufin  Hugh — I eanno^ 
think 

But  ©ur  affairs  are  at  a noble  pafs, 

If  fortune  in  pur  favour  cafts  the  die, 

We  fhall  give  liberty  to  all  our  lands. 

And  fiiake  the  tyrant  off — if  we  fhould  fail. 

From  our  own  hands,  we  may  expedthe  boon; 
To  ’fcape  a flavifli  being — that  is  my  hofd, 

In  which  I refl  fecure  and  calm  in  thought. 

We  muft  die  once,  and  certes,  coufin  Hugh, 

By  nobly  ending  wdien  our  fortunes  fail, 

Is  to  enfure  an  honourable  life 
In  the  juft  breafts  of  all  pofterity. 

They’ll  blow  the  trump  of  fame  thro'  all  the  world. 
And  call  our  exits  glorious — enviable. — 

The  pooreft  day  of  liberty  I prize 
Beyond  an  age  of  rich  dependency : 

Yea,  I’d  rather  be  a wolf  o’the  mountain, 
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Than  crook  the  knee  to  any  lord  on  earth. 

Mo7it.  Well  fliake  this  tyrant  off,  or  ceafe  ta 
be. — 

HocL  Come,  let  us  go  through  the  camp. 

[^ExeunL 

Scene  II.  Near  Hod's  Camjj. 

Enter  OJfa  difguifed  like  a peajant^  with  a 
oj  apples, 

Offa.  Come  buy,  come  buy — eggs,  apples, 
and  onions — leeks  ho,  for  the  Welchxnen — here’s 

putter,  and  here’s  flieefe  ho — come  buy,  lio 

By  Jupiter  ’twill  do honefl  Offa,  leave  fear  at 

home,  and  put  on  a carelefs  eafy  fpeech,  and 
thou  ffalt  Iqueeze  out  what  little  brains  they  have 
in  their  fkulls,  as  thou  wouldft  the  juice  out  of  an 
orange.  Tut,  tut,  here  are  two  of  the  mountain 
goats— I fhould  indeed  deem  the  one  to  be 
St.  David  himfelf,  by  the  grotefque  figure — but 
that  he  wears  a long  Iword — now  Apollo,  or,  thou 
angel  of  cheats.  Mercury,  be  my  direflion — yet 
no  invocation  neither ; a very  little  infpiration 
will  do  : thefe  gudgeons  are  free-biters — it  matters 
not  wherewithal!  I bait. 

Enter  Morgan  and  a Welch  Captain. 

Capt.  Bi^t  why  in  the  tefil’s  name  fhould  we 
crofs  the  river  ? 

Offa  [afide^  Ha,  crofs  will  they  ? 

'Mor.  Look  you,  captain  Gruffuth  ap  Shenkin, 
it  is  a fery  goot  proverb,  and  argues  the  expe- 
riences of  ages,  ‘ When  the  iron  is  hot,  ‘tump  it.’ 
One,  two,  or  three  pig  plows  will  fend  our  enemies 
^ ’ • ' to 
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to  the  tefil;  and  if  then  hur  thought,  look  you, 
that  they  would  come  pack,  hur  would  go  thither 
hurfelf  after  them,  to  make  an  end  of  them,  and 
you,  Shenkin,  fiiould  go  too, — 

Capt.  Good  honey — hur  thank  you,  troth — yet 
it  is  hur  heart’s  tefire  that  they  Ihould  crofs  to  fight 

us — it  would  pe  petter-^ 

Mot,  Splood!  petter?  how  would  it  pe  petter  ? 
Hur  think  in  my  brain,  that  if  my  neighbour  pe  a 
villain,  and  fill  kill  me,  it  is  my  duty,  and  the  law 
of fe  defendendo  authorifes  me,  look  you,  to  fall 
upon  him  when  he  is  unprovided,  and  thinks  me 
a knave  and  a baftard,  and  holds  me  in  defpica- 
tions  and  contempts — 

Capt,  Hur  will  tell  you  a proverb, 

Hur  learn’d  it  when  hur  was  among  the  Englifli: 

‘ Hoel  high,  and  Edgar  low, 

‘ Are  fecure  from  every  foe. ' 

Mor.  Hur  will  fliew  your  proverb  to  be  a no- 
verb— but  look,  who  is  this — Ha,  hur  will  now 
puyaleek,  for  to-morrow  is  St.  Tafid’s  day — ya 
fcrarling  clown  ya, — come  this  way. 

[Offa  advancing,  fmging  a Welch  fongi~\ 
Mor,  Ha,  by  my  mother’s  honefty — hur  can 
firig  that  fong — it  is  a merry  one.  \_finp.'] 

Offa,  The  captain  fings  like  a nightingale — ■ 
come  buy  leeks,  ho — apples,  eggs. — 

Mor,  Hur  will  puy  a leek  for  my  cap — ^}-^ou  fell 
fheefes,  man, — 

Offa,  Ay,  noble  captain,  any  thing  to  get  an 
honeft  living  in  peace — but  the  wars,  captain,  the 
wars  make  the  times  hard  for  an  honeft  man  to 
fubfift. 

‘ From  wars,  from  fears, 

‘ And  civil  jars — let  me  roam  far  and  free.’ 

Mor. 
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Mot,  Why  the  fars  are  the  fery  peft  time  for  an 
hancft  man,  if  he  pe  juft  in  the  heart,  and  upright 
in  his  intenti(?ns — Come,  meagre  Saul,  ya  fhall 
take  up  with  us,  and  I farrant  you,  you  lhall  not 
have  'cahon  to  grieve. 

Offa,  Reft  you  merr)%  captain,  I am  a man  of 
peace  : the  fars  are  my  utter  averfion — I hate 
fighting  as  I hate  t’ne  evil  fpirit — I am  content  to 
j>ick  up  fmall  matters,  and  leave  fighting  to  fuch 
as  have  a ftomachthat  wav — Look  you,  captain,  I 
have  got  fine  pippins  and  onions. 

' Mor.  Vvuth  toafted  fheefe,  it  is  a fupper  that  is 
petter  than  ainprofia. 

Offa.  The  captain  has  a true  tooth — I liave 
here  in  my  pouch  fome  neclar;  I pray  you  taile 
of  tiiis  fpiritual  liquor. 

Capt.  ()  the  oaf!  ya  mean  mon  to  fay  fpiri- 
tuous  liquor. 

Mor.  Sa,  fa,  he  fays  very  well — it  gives  the 
fpirits — it  is  argo  Ipiritual — and  indeed  it  is  fery 
goot — by  the  faint  it  is  fery  goot  and  warm. 

OJ'a.  I pray  you,  gentlemen,  when  do  you 
croi's  the  river  to  fight — for  I would  provide  a 
good  fuppiy  of  things  to  accommodate  the  fob 
dicr)'. 

Mor.  Hur  think  in  the  night. 

Offa.  * So  foon  ! — Captain,  will  you  not  once 
more  refrefti  yourfelf  with  my  bottle  : I pray  you, 
do  you  expeci  to  be  quickly  join’d  by  fome  other 
troops  ? 

I'dor.  Let  me  fee  thine  hand,  man — By  the 
life  and  by  the  death  of  Koel,  this  is  not  the  hand 
of  a leek  and  a pippin-feller — it  is  white  as  my 
fmock.  It  is  a fpy — take  him — feize  him — It  is 
a fpy,  and  his  queftions  prove  the  tetefted  vil- 
la! ?iy. 
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Capt,  Bear  him  to  the  prince^ 

Off  a.  Gentlemen — don’t  hurt  a poor  country- 
man— I am  no  fpy — I am  a plain  harmlels  cotta- 
ger— my  habitation  is  within  five  miles  from  hence, 
and  I have  a family  of  ten  fmali  children,  behdes 
a fick  wife,  very  Tick  indeed — indeed  but  I am  an 
honeft  man,  and  no  Ipy. — 

Mor.  Thou  art  not  an  honeft  man,  thou  an  a 
tamn’d  rogue,  and  a teller  of  lies  and  falfities — 
look  you,  he  hath  gold  lace  beneath  his  coat — it  is 
a Ipy — it  is  a treaibnaple  villain. — 

Offa.'  Good  gentlemen,  huih — hear  me,  I pray 
ye: 

I own  indeed  I am  not  what  I feem, 

But,  as  you  love  yourfelves,  be  favourable  : 

Be  filent,  let  me  go,  and  for  your'  pains. 

This  heavy  purfe  of  gold  divide  between  you. 

Mor.  You  muft  not  Tcape — if  you  would  give 
me  a wallet  full  of  gold,  ya  fiiali  not— What,  woife 
and  worfe — corrupt  our  honefty  ? — Carry  him 
away — ’tis  a great  mercy  he  is  tifeover’d — ’tis  a 
deadly  treafon,  and  an  unwarrantable  flieat — a great 
tifeovery.  By  the  light  of  the  moon,  your  head 
fiiall  be  cut  off,—  lExtmL 

Scene  III.  HoeVs  Camp. 

Enter  Hoel  and  Montgomery. 

Hoel.  The  feer  holds  our  growing  bufinefs  weft, 
He  bids  us  on,  and  fays  the  ftars  fmile  kind. 

Mont.  In  truth  he  may  be  made  of  wondrous 
ufe;  * 

His  word  like  hidden  flame,  in  harveft  fields, 
Hath  fpread  itfelf  thro’  all  our  foldiery, 

And  by  the  fliouts  and  tofling  up  of  caps, 
Clafliing  of  fliields,  and  rattling  of  their  fpears, 

I lead 
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I read  a valorous  fpirit  is  on  foot, 

Which  will  bear  down  like  bloodhounds  in  the 
chace, 

When  we  cry,  ho,  and  put  them  in  the  prey. 

Hod.  'Tis  time  we  arm — the  fun  is  almoft  down : 
How  tedious  are  the  moments  that  mull  run, 
Before  the  hour  that  we  molt  willi  to  fee. 

Come  to  my  tent,  we’ll  arm  ourfelvcs  anon. 

What  caule  brings  Morgan  hither  ? How  now  ? 

Enter  Morgan,  Offa,  and  Captain. 

Mor.  Got  blefs  your  grace — ^^Imr  have  feiz’d  a 
traitor,  in  the  garp  and  tifguife,  look  you,  and 
habit  of  a pippin  and  a flieefe-monger.  It  is  a 
jpy  of  the  enemy;  and,  by  the  letters  in  his 
pocket,  his  name  is  Offa. 

Hod.  Ha  ! — kinfman  to  the  king ! 

' Mor.  To  the  king!  then  the  king  is  kinfman  to 
a rogue,  and  a knave — it  is  a villain,  and  a foe, 
and  I pray  your  grace  to  cut  off  his  head. 

Hod.  No,  honefl  Morgan,  let  it  ne’er  be  faid. 
That,  in  cold  blood,  we  e’er  flew  any  man. 

We’ll  fhew  the  world  the  better  way  to  conquer ; 
Subdue  the  mind,  not  take  away  the  life, — 

Live  OiTa — and  hereafter  when  thou  art  hence, 

I trull  that  your  report  will  civilize 
The  foul  of  him  you  ferve. 

Offa.  Is  it  polfible  ! — fliall  I yet  fee  the  fun. 

Or  is  it  fport  that  thou  doll  bid  me  live, 

To  kill  me  the  next  m.omcnt  ? 

Hod.  Rife  and  go  hence — the  exigence  of  things 
Doth  force  us  here  to  keep  you  prifoner. 

When  time  fltall  make  itfelf,  we’ll  fend  you  home, 
To  make  a full  report  of  all  you’ve  feen. 

We  do  defy  you  all,  tho’  knowledge  of  us, 

Governs 
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Governs  your  councils  how  to  work  us  ill. 

Take  him  away — and  ufe  him  courteoufly. 

Offa.  Henceforward  never  will  I draw  a fword 
Againft  you — you  have  won  my  foul ; 

When  1 return,  Til  be  a trumpeter, 

To  blow  your  noble  fame  in  all  our  lands. 

[_Exeunt  with  Offa. 
Mont.  Command  he  be  examin’d  as  to  the  force 
And  pofture  of  his  people — perhaps  from  him, 

We  may  draw  that,  will  hand  us  in  great  head. 

Hod.  Well  thought — I pray  you,  Coufin,  go> 
And  winnow  him — by  gentle  means,  I deem. 
We  may  draw  more  than  putting  to  the  rack  ; 
Right  noble  minds  contraH  at  injuries. 

But  overflow  when  we  do  honour  them. 

Come  to  my  tent  anon. 

Scene  IV.  The  Englijh  Camp. 

Enter  King,  Queen, 

King.  Go,  bid  lord  Herbert  hither  quickly. 

[_Exit  Attendant. 

Take  now  no  fear,  my  dove,  at  the  camp’s  riling, 
And,  tho’  a foldier’s  life  be  full  of  noife, 

Alarums,  Ikirmifliings,  and  feats  of  blood. 

Doubt  not  but  we  will  fort  fome  happier  hours, 

To  give  foft  dalliance  life — this  war  on  hand. 
Compar’d  to  others  which  we  late  have  ended, 

I count  a fport,  an  exercife  of  arms  : 

’Twill  quickly  be  at  end,  and  then,  my  love. 

Our  every  thought  fliall  be  wrapt  up  in  thee. 

In  thy  embrace  is  triumph,  victory. 

Beyond  the  bell — we’ll  dream  of  nought  but  joys: 
Would  I had  had  thee  fooner  for  my  own. 

Queen,  ^vfylord,  my  royal  hufband,  I fliall  fear 
‘ I To 
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To  part  with  you  unto  thofe  fcenes  of  war. 

Akho'  you  weigh  them  nothing  dangerous, 

0 think,  my  lord,  a random  fhaft  may  kill : 

The  lance  of  fome  bafe  hireling  kern  may  find  you, 
Tho'  armed  hofts  in  vain  encounter'd  you. 

1 prithee  do  not  let  the  army  rife  : 

Better,  my  lord,  yet  court  the  downy  hours, 

'And  fee  the  little  wanton  god  of  love 
Shake  o’er  our  bed  his  purple-blazing  torch, 
Whilft  we  dilfolve  i’the  trance — I dreamt  lall  night 
You  were  attack’d  by  many  thoufand  foes, 

And  I embrac’d  you  in  a gore  of  blood. 

O,  good  my  lord,  I dread  the  camp  fhould  rife, 
Or,  if  it  mull,  why  Herbert  well  may  lead  them  ; 
What  need  is  there  for  your  adventuring  ? 

Say,  you  will  not  go  forth 

Xing,  Peace,  peace — miftake  not  crows  for 
eagles ; 

Whither  I go  you  mull  be  hill  at  hand. 

A warrior  needs  fome  female  blandiftiments. 

At  night  when  he  comes  tired  from  the  field. 

If  chance  fhould  have  me  wounded,  you  fiiall  be 
My  gentle  furgeon ; with  a balmy  kifs. 

You’ll  takeaway  the  anguifh  of  an  hurt; 

Your  fmiles  will  chace  away  all  wearinefs. 

And  give  us  frefliefi:  vigour — come,  come,  be  gay: 
If  we  not  rife,  now  that  our  troops  are  well, 

Our  work  will,  by  delays,  grow  to  refpeH. 

Go  to’t  betimes,  and  fpeedily  ’tis  done.  • 
To-morrow,  ere  the  fiirill-gorg’ d lark  is  up, 

We’ll  be  in  motion  all — 

Queen,  Unkind  1—There  was  a time-that  you— 
King,  Lift  up  thy  looks,  my  girl — grief  mufl 
not  have  his  dwelling 

In  features  rich  as  yours*— come,  call  him  out, 

No  melancholy  now  to  dull  our  faces ; 
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We  muft  be  high  in  merriment  this  even,  ^ 

'Tis  the  laft  feaft  that  we  fhall  hold  in  field; 

Our  captains  look  to  fee  us  full  of  mirth, 

As  hitherto  weVe  been — nay,  we  are  call'd. 

The  paramours  of  Egypt — I,  Anthony, 

And  you  the  precious  jewel  of  the  Nile. 

Queen,  I would  thefe  wars  were  pafi:. 

Enter  Herhert, 

Herb,,  Your  highnefs's  commands  ? 

King.  Give  orders  for  the  camp  to  rife  to-morrow 
By  break  of  day — I think  it  looks  not  well. 

That  Offa  fends  no  tidings,  good  or  bad. 

Herb.  Some  ill  hap  may  have  'fallen  him  on  the 
way — 

If  fo,  'twill  damp  the  good  news  juft  come  in. 
King.  What  is  it  ? 

Herb.  Aldwin,  our  brother,  who  we  had  left 
With  a large  body  on  the  Chefliire  border, 
Writes  to  me  thus — ‘ The  cloud  which  late  hath 
lower'd 

‘ In  Northern  Wales,  is  over-blown  and  gone/ 
He  found  to  throw  a menace  at  old  Leolyn, 
Which  had  effed ; a hidden  terror  feiz'd  him, 
That  he  difbanded  all  his  new-rais'd  pow'rs. 

The  fame  of  which  fo  wrought  'mong  them  aftem- 
bled 

Upon  the  northern  border,  that  in  panic, 

They  have  mutiny'd,  and  fled  each  to  his  home. 
King.  So  far,  fo  well — our  war  then  will  be 
brief. 

Queen,  Send  him  this  ring  from  us,  and  tell 
him.  Sir, 

W e thank  him  for  his  mighty  fervices. 

la  King.^ 
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King.  What  was  the  lafi;  account  of  Hoel  ? 
Herb.  The  laft  I heard  was,  that  they  flill  were 
quiet ; 

They  add,  their  hearts  were  all  grown  big  by 
having 

A deep  magician  ’mong  them,  whofe  great  power 
Rules  the  wild  winds,  brews  tempefts,  raifes  fpirits 
That  can  defeat  the  mightiell:  human  force 
That  comes  in  oppofitidn — and  'tis  faid, 

’Tis  he  that  rais’d  the  ftormswe  late  have  had. 
King.  Tho’  it  were  the  devil  himfelf, 

He  fhall  not  keep  us  back — we’ll  march  in  halle, 
^o  give  old  Beelzebub  battle. 

Qiieen.  O do  not  fb— who  fhall  contend  with 
fiends  ; 

Who  fhall  Hand  up  againft  the  pow  rs  of  hell  ? 
The  fharpeft  fword  is  weak  as  any  ftfaw, 

And  mailed  coats  a fpider’s  covering. 

King.  Go  to,  it  is  a bubble  of  the  foe, 

Subtly  thrown  out  to  appall  our  foldieiy  ; 
Howworketh  it  among  them  ? 

Herb.  The  moft  are  much  difmay’d  thereat — 
Strange  fears  dull  every  eye;  with  pallid  trem- 
bling lips. 

They  cry,  who  fhall  withftand  the  evil  fpirit  B 
king.  And  what  thinkefl  thou  ? 

Herb.  That  fuch  aids  have  been  given,  I believe: 
Certain,  in  Cambria  Ipirits  do  inhabit, 

Elfe  whence  their  fudden  ftorms  and  fiery  fights, 
Low  rumbling' noifes,  fcreams,  and  hiding  ghoflsj 
As  are  there  frequent— I do  believe  the  fiends 
May  by  a necromancer  be  impreft, 

To  fight  as  he  fhall  lift. 

King.  A beldam’s  ftory  all — after  our  feaft, 
We’ll  plav  the  eves-dropper  throughput  the  camp, 
> - ^ To 
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To  know  for  certain  how  the  infection  runs ; 

Till  then  well  think  of  nought  but  jollity. 

Where's  the  lunatic,  of  whom  you  fpake, 

That  did  fo  often  mention  make  of  us  ? 

Herb,  My  lord  of  Kent  hath  ta  en  her  to  his 
tent. 

-King,  Well  vifit  her  e’en  now  as  I have  pro- 
mis’d— fhew  us  the  way, 

Fairelt,  your  hand.——  l_Exeunt. 

Scene  V.  Earl  of  Kent*  s Tent » 

Editha  on  a bed,  Kent,  Edehvyn,  Phyfeians,  and 
female  Attendants,  with  a new  born  Child. 

I 

Editha  muttering  and  madly  lavghing  to  herfelf 
then,  in  a low  voice,  fpeak's. 

Edit.  Not  fee  me — not  let  me  go  feek  the  king  ? 
the  child  is  his — ha,  ha,  a priibner ! No,  no, 
ril  not  be  confin’d  here — I mult  travel  to  find 
him  before  night — [.Offers  to  rife. 

Kent.  Dear  child,  it  is  not  fit  for  you  to  move, 
The  air  is  rheumy  and  unphyfical, 

To  thofe  in  your  condition — reft  ftill. 

Edit.  Sir,  who  are  you  ? my  gaoler  ? what  of 
ijiy  condition?  I am  very  well — you  fay,  my 
head  is  touch’d — now  truft  me  ’tis  not — Shew  me 
your  warrant  for  detaining  me — I arreft  ye  all  of 
treafon — ye  know  not  who  I am — I am  the  queen 
—who  dares  put  me  in  confinement  ? [poing. 

Phy.  Madam,  tho’  you  be  queen,  yet,  in  your 
ftate,  it  is  our  duty  to  prevent  you  : ’twill  be  your 
death  to  go  into  the  air. 


Edit. 
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Edit.  That’s  the  thing  I feek— why  fliould  I 
Hve? — he  difowns  me — ^\v:ell,  well,  be  gone,  be 
gone — ril  Oeep- — 

Ke^t.  O Sirs,  I fear  her  ftrength  is  almoft  paft: 
Tlie  pangs  of  childbirth,  licr  diforder’spain. 

And  fierce  contention  of  her  bufy  fpirits 
Have  worn  her  to  agholl. — 

F/ij.  W e will  not  flatter  you,' 

There’s  defperation  in  her  caie  indeed, 

For  file  hath  fpent  herfelf  beyond  our  art.. 

'Tis  fcarce  in  hope  that  we  adminifter 
Our  future  medicines — for  the  opiate  draught 
Can  take  no  hold  on  her. 

My  lord,  here’s  company  entering  here  : 
On  my  life  it  is  the  king. — 

£nier  King,  Queen,  Herbert, 

King,  Where  is  this  poor  creature  ? 

Kent.  Ay  poor  indeed,  my  liege;  fee,  there  flic 
lies, 

Newly  deliver’d  of  this  pretty  boy. 

King.  Give  me — let’s  fee — indeed  a comely 
child — take  ye  good  heed  of  it. — 

Edit.  [_ftarting  up]  Whafnoife — I know  that 
voice. 

What,  who  art  thou  ? — O gods,  and  goddefles  ! 
'Tis  he — ’tis  he — hufli,  ’tis  my  lord— now  am,  I 
lad — for  he’ll  be  good  to  us— fhut  to  the  door— 
racioiis  he  ever  was,  tho*  fomewTat  cruel — but 
no  more  of  that.  vSit  you  dowm  here.  Sir— nay, 
I’ll  rile  and  ferve  you. — 

King.  Peace,  peace,  reft  ftill,  fair  creature.  ■■ 
Edit.  By  faith — the  voice  is  the  king’s  ; — Know 
you  me.  Sir  ? 

O t’vras  a vile  prieft  that  did  unmarry  us — 

Give  me  my  child — 

Look 
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r.ook  on’s  face— read  there  i’th’eyc,  the  month, 

The  trickfey  frown,  the  mould  o’the  nofe  and 
chin  ; 

Is  it  not  Edgar’s  ftamp  ? Know  you  your  work  ? 
Take  it — look  to  it— it  fhall  grow  a king  ; 

Let  not  that  woman  fee  it — no,  no,  no, 

She  hath  a dagger  even  now  in  her  looks. 

* Queen,  My  'lord,  I’ll  not  ftay  here  to  be  fb  • 
rail’d  at  by  a mad  woman. 

Edit,  O hide  it  in  the  woods  and  dens  o’thc 
earth, 

Elfe  fhe  will  kill  it — -why,  look  now,  look — 

I have  bad  dreams — twill  be  a>petty  god, 

Eut  have  its  throat  cut — farewell 
Look  to  it — I’ll  deep  awhile — farewell. — 

[_Fails  back  and  dies 

Phy,  She  breathes  no  more. 

Kent,  Mercy,  kind  heaven,  m.erey  on  her  Ibul ! 
King,  Alas  ! Lam  woe  for  her.-- — 

My  lord,  is  it  true,  what  they  report,' 

That  file’s  your  daughter  ? 

Kent,  Indeed  I would  ’twere  not — 

Much  grief  is  mine  that  fo  it  is. 

King.  There  is  no  remedy  for  what  is  paft. 

The  wifeft  we  can  do,  is  to  forget. 

. Kent,  Forget,  my  liege  I 

King,  Ay  Sir,  forget — e’en  mighty  Jove  him-, 
felf, 

Cannot  recall  the  hours  that  are  gone  by. 

Let  us  move  hence. " ' 

[_Exeunt  Xing  and  Queen, 

Manent  Kent  and  Edelwyn, 

Edel.  Did  you  obferve  how,  with  an  eye  of  fcorn 
He  turn'd  upon  his  heel  ? 

Kent,  When  fhe  call'd  him  lord,  he  frown’d. 

Edel, 
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Edel.  And  almoft  blufii’d  to  hear  the  child  waS 
his. 

Kent  Well,  no  more  now;  hark’ee — this  will 
I do, 

In  writing  Til  draw  up  all  my  demands, 

Firft,  for  my  fervices  in  the  Scottifh  wars, 

I’ll  claim  fair  portion  of  the  conquer’d  lands, 
Befidcs  a juft  divifion  of  the  fpoils. 

But,  for  this  fad  difhonour  of  our  houfe. 

This  robbing  me,  yea  flaying  of  my  daughter. 

Oh  gods!  what.recompence  can  he  give  ! — 
Farewel  for  ever,  beft  and  deareft  child  ! 

Unto  thy  foul  the  gods  be  merciful.  \_E:xcuni. 


End  of  the  Third  Act, 
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A C T IV.  Scene  I. 

A Field  of  Battle  on  the  Banks  of  Severn, 

Alarms,  Shouts,  Trumpets, 

Enter  HoeVs  Army  as  from  the  Landing-place, 
fghting  with  the  advanced  Guard  of  the  Englifh, 
the  Welch  give  way  ; hut  new  ficcours  coming  up, 
led  by  Leolyn,  Montgomery,  and  Morgan,  the 
Englifh  are  totally  rmted, 

\ 

A Retreat  founded, 

Scene  II.  'Enter  Leolyn,  Montgomery,  Morgan, 
and  Oficers,  with  Part  of  the  Army. 

Mor.  It  is  St.  Tafid’s  clay  marry,  in  herprain, 
hur  think  the  Englifli  will  never  love  St.  Tafid — 
they  run,  and  run,  and  run  away — it  was  fery 
goot  fport  to  nape  the  flyers — now  hur  will  clip 
hur  beard. 

Leol.  Brave  Morgan,  bravefl:  of  thy  tribe, 

Thou  haft  fought  valiantly,  fo  have  ye  all  ; 

The  fpirits  of  our  noble  forefathers 

Shone  brightly  in  you — I thank  ye  every  one  : 

Upon  my  memory  your  noble  a&s 

Shall  hand  engrav’d  (he  remnant  of  my  life. 

My  pride  fliall  be  to  anfv/er  every  one 
That  aflvs  my  aid.  Come,  valiant  friends, 

Now  let  the  trumpets  found,  and  at  the  blafl, 

W c’ll  bend  the  knee  to  the  gods  our  faviours,  . 
And  offer  them  the  glory  of  the  field.  [Trumpets. 
To  ye  high  arbiters  of  human  things,  ' ^ 

The  vihlory  be  aferib’d — hail  bounteous  heaven, 

K Fight 
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Fight  for  us  ftill,  while  juftice  Tides  with  us. 

AIL  Hail  heaven ! 

LeoL  Now  to  the  bufinefs  of  the  field; 

I pray  you,  coufin  Hugh,  colleH  the  troops, 

And  fee  they  be  refrefh'd— the  weak  and  maim'd. 
Lead  them  to  careful  ward — Morgan,  take  you 
Some  fpeedy  horfe,  and  fcour  the  country  round, 
To  know  if  the  difpers'd  think  of  re-union. 

Mot,  Hur  will  go  affuredly. 

LeoL  Tarry  awhile — 

See  where  our  father  comes — his  countenance 
Is  like  the  face  of  heaven  when  it  fliines 
With  cloudlefs  fun — long  may  it  laft. 

Enter  Hoel  and  Officers. 

HoeL  The  gods  of  viQory  be  prais'd  for  all  : 
Friends,  countrymen,  and  fellow  foldiers, 

This  day  ye  nobly  have  confirmed  to  the  world, 
That  ye  are  Cambrians  of  undaunted  fouls, 

Of  metal  true  to  the  fevereft  teft. 

One  battle  more  I truft  will  be  our  laft. 

Strike  home  when  'tis,  and  then  we  fhall  bear 
hence 

Laurels  that  will  not  fade — Ipoils  and  liberty : 

Our  fullied  honour  will  grow  bright  again; 
Therefore  be  firm — This  viHory  fights  for  you; 
Your  warlike  fame  now  cracks  aloud  in  air, 

That  all  mufl;  hear — and  hearing,  who  fhall  think 
Of  Handing  fhock  with  heroes  as  ye  are. 

W e’ll  fup  this  ev'n  in  public — let  each  man. 

That  wants  a boon,  mofi;  freely  afk  it  of  us, 

And  we  will  give  it  him — Our  wars  when  done, 
There  fhall  not  be  a brave  man  in  our  hoft. 

But  fhall  receive  a brave  man's  recdmpence. 

Mont. 


EDGAR  and  ELFRIDA.  67 

Mont.  The  fpy  we  took,  my  prince,  hath  falfe 
reported ; 

Five  thoufand  troops  were  all  of  his  account, 

But  hire  I am  their  number  went  to  double. 

Hoel.  No  falfhood,  coufin,  by  the  prifoners 
I learn,  five  thoufand  join'd  them  yefternighto 
And  further  they  report,  that  the  main  army 
From  Worcefter  remov'd,  and,  as  they  deem'd, 
Now  camp'd  near  little  Avon — ^with  them  come 
King  Edgar  and  his  queen. 

Morg.  Hur  pray  you  then — it  is  civilities — to 
get  a golden  tent  in  readinefs — Hur  hope,  with 
good  expe61ations,  that  their  king,  and  their 
queen  too,  will  have  occafions  to  Ibjourn  with 
us. 

Hoel.  Trull:  me,  they  fir  all  be  welcome.* 

Send  out  fome  nimble  horfe  to  range  around. 

Left  any  of  the  routed  re-aiTembie. 

LeoL  Morgan,  be  that  thy  care.  \^Exit  Morgan. 

Hoel.  And  now  we  will  give  liberty  to  Offa  ; 

Go  andreleafe  him — load  him  with  thofe  prefents 
Which  we  defign’d — and  give  him  too  this  letter; 
'Tis  to  his  mafter — he  mull  be  inform'd. 

He  doth  not  fight,  as  he  hath  given  out. 

With  a barbarian,  and  ungenerous  foe.  , 

Our  aftions  fhall  proclaim  our  clemency : 

When  that  is  certain  known  amid  his  pow'rs, 

We  well  may  hope  the  wav'ring  will  come  to  us, 
The  firmer,  when  they  are  hard  prefs'd,  give  up, 
Secure  of  lenient  treatment  at  our  hand. 

Leo.  A prifoner  of  fome  note  I have  harangu'd, 
Who  fays,  the  notion  of  a necromancer 
Among  our  pow'rs  hath  much  fupprefs'd  the  fpirits 
Of  all  the  Englifh  ranks — 

Hoel.  Thanks  be  to  our  feer — Coufin, 

Thou  feeft  that  he  is  more  a man  at  arms 
K 2 
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Than  any  of  us — his  Tingle  name  fights  all. 

Mont.  Indeed  I fee  it — and  fhall  cherilh  him 
From  this  time  forth. — 

Hoel.  Give  orders  that  the  army  be  refrefli’d, 
Then  let  us  to  our  tent,  there  to  partake 
A petty  banquet.—^  [_Exeunt  omnes. 

Scene  III.  The  Country. 

Enter  HoeVs  Wife,  her yoim^  Son,  and  AJtendants, 

Wife.  How  far  is  it  to  our  camp  ? 

Aitcn.  Madam,  they  fay  fome  twenty  furlongs 
hence. 

Wfe.  Wou’d  we  were  fafe  got  thither — yci  alas, 
How  fliall  I fee  my  lord  ? — O Floel,  my  dear 
hufband, 

Thou  wilt  not  meet  me  as  thou  wonffl  to  do, 

In  joy  and  fmiles — ah  me,  another  note — 

A note  of  death  mull:  now  aflault  thy  car, 

'Twill  damp  thy  viHory — ye  gentle  ones, 

Lend  me  a voice  of  Toothing,  fuch  as  may 
Affuage  the  harfli  and  bitter  tale. 

—Come,  my  poor  boy,  move  hence, 

By  providence  it  is  that  we Ve  efcap’d 
The  bloody  heel — we  may  bide  fafe  with  him, 
Who  is  a (hading  rock  againft  all  dorms. 

Gently  we  muft  give  forth  our  tale  of  woe : 

He  is  a man  of  a right  valiant  mind. 

But  feels  with  fpirit  delicate — lead,  lead, 

Ye  who  have  knowledge  of  his  hiding-place, 

And  we  with  weary  feet  will  follow  you.  \^Exeiint. 
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Scene  IV.  A Tent  and  Table  Jet  out. 


Enter  Hoel,  Leolyn,  Montgomery,  &c.  (3c, 

Hoel.  Now  gentlemen,  and  labourers  in  war  s 
fields, 

Let  us  diveft  ourfelves,  for  one  fliort  hour. 

Of  military  cares.  W e have  toil’d  much, 

'Tis  falutary  to  repofe — fit  round,  good  friends ; 

Give  me  fome  wine — wee’ll  drink  a brimming  mea- 
fure 

.To  another  day  like  this. \_Drinks. 

AIL  Hoel  and  viHory. [Shout. 

HoeL  Fill  full  your  cups — but,  pray  you,  coufin 
Hugh, 

Are  orders  iffued  that  our  valiant  friends, 

Throughout  the  camp  this  evfii  be  feafted  all. 

Mont.  ’Tis  done,  my  lord — did  you  not  hear  a 
noife,  ' . . 

E’en  now  before  I met  you  ? 

Heel.  Methinks  I did. 

Mont.  They  blefs’d  you  with  one  mouth,  as  I 
declar’d 

Your  tender  and  paternal  care  of  them, 

And  vvith  a fhout  that. echo’d  to  heav’n’s  gate, 

They  call’d  the  gods  to  fhed  their  bounties  on  you. 

Hoel.  I thank  them  all — I do  not  know  in 
troth, 

How  my  abilities  will  ever  pay 

The  half,  of  what  they  merit — when  the  work’s 
done, 

I’ll  plot  the  means  to  do  them  good — come, 
friends. 

Your  cups  are  idle — fill,  fill — good  cheer, 
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When  Morgan  comes,  we’ll  have  fome  merry 
fongs — 

Good  captain  GrufFuth,  you  fupply  his  place, 
Give  us  the  Snowdon  march— ah,  wou’d  to  heav’n, 
Thofe  forces  had  not  fail’d— but  no  thought  o’  that, 
No  looking  back — the  fong,  the  fong. — 

SONG. 

J^ARK,  ihe  winds,  the  winds,  how  the  cold  winds 
roar -a, 

And  the  rams,  the  rams,  how  the  hard  rains  pour-a. 
Shall  zve  vp  the  hill,  my  poy  ? 

Shall  we  up,  my  poy  P 

Ay,  'iny  poy,  up,  up 
Ay,  my  poy,  up,  up,  ' 

Hur  will  lead  ye  thither. 

Wind  may  yell, 

Waters  fwell, 

WhyJhouA  we  mind  the  weather? 

Ay,  my  poy,  up,  up,  &c. 

Hod.  Break  off- here’s  one  comes  haftily — 
What’s  now  to  do  ! 

Enter  Mejfenger, 

What  bringell  thou,  good  friend,  evil  or  good  ? 
Mejf.  Aik  me  that  queftion  two  days  hence, 
and  then 

I may  refolve  thee— I have  news,  my  lord, 

That  the  king’s  army,  hearing  the  defeat 
Of  their  fellow  troops,  decamp’d  moll  fuddenly, 
And  nov/  is  in  full  march  to  give  thee  battle; 

1 o-morrow  noon  will  hither  bring  the  vanguard, 

The 
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The  night  the  main  of  the  army. 

Leo.  I am  glad  of  it — right  glad,  in  very  troth. 
Here,  fellow,  I do  pay  thee  for  this  news, 

I’d  rather  hear  thy  words  than  any  mufic ; 

O,  that  they  now  were  here ! — We’d  charge  them 
ftrait. 

We’re  all  in  fpirits — all  alacrity  ; 

Let  ’em  come — halle,  hafte — we’ll  wait  them  here, 
And  on  their  own  ground  blafl;  them. 

Hod.  Give  me  thy  hand,  brave  boy — 'tis  nobly 
faid,  ^ 

We’ll  wait  them  here,  we  cannot  better  do  ; 

The  ground  is  advantageous — ^prithee  now. 

Get  you,  and  all  of  you  among  the  troops, 

Give  out  that  we  fhall  fight  the  laft  to-morrow — 
Let  each  examine  well  his  arms  be  good, 

His  heart  be  firm  and  very  valiant; 

Our  viftory  now  will  be  of  double  fame, 

For  ’tis  the  flower  of  the  Englifli  ranks. 

With  king.at  head,  that  we  encounter  with. 

Tell  them  what  glory  hangs  upon  the  feat, 

Such  as  the  records  of  receding  age 
Will  fail  to  match— our  wives,  when  we  return, 
-Will  clip,  with  eager  arms,  the  conquerors; 

Our  children,  glorying  in  their  fathers,  keep 
Our  bruifed  fnields  and  hack’d  [words  up  in  hall. 
And  in  their  wills  bequeath  them  as  things  fiicred. 

J wou’d  not  for  the  worth  of  all  our  lands, 

But  carry  home  an  honourable  fame. 

O fates,  if  ye  withfland,  give  me  the  boon, 

Never  to  fee  our  fliame. 

Leo.  Good  Sir,  doubt  not 
But  we  have  finews  to  atchieve  the  befl  ; 

There’s  not  an  heart  among  us  “iiow  but  fvvells, 
Knowing  a king  is  laid  in  the  other  flakes. 

He’s  young,  and,  as  they  do  report,  right  valiant; 

' • O that 
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0 that  I could  confront  him  fteel  to  fteel ! 

I’d  give  up  twenty  years  of  my  heft  age, 

To  meet  him  fingly. — When  the  battle  is, 

A diligent  fearch  I’ll  make  to  find  him  out. 

Hod.  The  gods  to  thee  be  ever  favourable. — 
\_Exit  Leolyn  and  OJjicers, 
Coufin,  a word  with  you — 

This  live-long  day  dilpleas’d  I liave  remark’d, 

Our  feer  is  not  with  us — whence  comes  this? 

Mont.  I have  obferv’d  the  fame — caufe  I know 
none. 

Hod.  Our  fortune  changes,  if  he  be  not  found. 
Mont.  Sir,  do  not  you  be  an  ill  augur  to  us, 

1 do  not  doubt  but  he  will  foon  be  found. 

Hod.  Go  and  make  fecret  fearch — take  Tpecial 
heed, 

Your'bulinefs  gets  no  wind  among  our  folks ; 
Indeed  1 do  not  like  this  vanifhing, 

Some  evil  comes  of  this [_Exit  Montgomery. 

Yet  why  fliould  we  be  fad  ? 

There’s  no  divinity  in  thefe  folk,  no  more 
Than  as  they  lend  a flrength  to  tW  imagination 
Of  magic-notion’d  men.  The  Gods  decrees 
No  wifdom  here  can  penetrate;  and  their  bled 
wills 

Are  fathers  to  us,  all  beneficent. — 

We’ll  do  the  things  calm  prudence  may  direB ; 
The  ifliie  is  their  right,  not  man  s to  rule.  ^ 

Ka!  do  I fee  truly!  what,  what  means  this  ? 

My  wife  ! my  child!  what  calls  them  hither  ? 

Oh  ! melancholy  ! thou  liv’d  not  with  them, 
Widiout  fbme  potent  caufe  that  takes  me  too. 
Down,  down,  my  foul ; hence  black  fuggeftions: 

Mail  me,  thou  guardian  angel  fortitude, 

To  hear  fome  woeful  ftrait. — 
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Enter  Eleanor  and  her  Son,  &c. 

EL  O noble  Hoel!  my  dear  lord!  my  hufband!  ' 

[embracing.) 

Thou  fortrefs  of  our  lands,  our  fliield,  our  life! 

0 marvel  not  that  we  are  fled  unto  thee ; 

For  where  is  fafety,  fave  where  thou  dolt  .watch  ? 

All  elfe  is  trait  rous,  all  inholpitable, 

All  full  of  death. 

Hoel.  What  mean  thefe  words  ? 

Some  new  engender’d  grief,  be  fure,  or  elfe 
Thy  countenance,  which  was  ever  lit  with  fmiles. 
Had  not  been  falln  thus — fay — fpeak — my  wife, 
What  is  it  fends  thee  hither  ? — nay,  no  referve, 

Fear  not  to  tell,  be  it  weighty — yet  my  heart, 

So  long,  fo  tutor’d  by  adverfity, 

Is  now  well  temper’d  to  its  difeipline, 

That  it  will  bear  the  worft  note  thou  canfl  bring, 
Without  a change — fpeak. — 

El.  Thy  father  was  a good  and  gentle  foul — • 
Hoel.  Was ! then  he  is  no  more,  fay,  is  he  dead  ? 
El.  O thou  haft  ftruck  the  melancholy  chord ; 

He  is  dead — and  by  a hand  leaft  thought  his  foe. 
Beaumaris,  bought  by  Edgar’s  wicked  gold, 

(Oh,  fhame  on’s  foul)  he  took  away  his  life. 

And  drew  his  bow  on  us,  but  mill  his  aim ; 

This  hidden  flight  preferving  us  alive. 

Hoel.  I am  glad  that  ye  are  fafe — all  is  not  loft,  * 
Our  heart  is  not  yet  total  bankrupt : e’en  now. 

In  ruminating  on  my  whole  life  paft, 

In  which  I have  feen  of  good  and  bad,  variety ; 

1 blefs’d  the  gods,  that  not  one  of  my  friends, 

I ever  found  untrue — oh,  Beaumaris: 

Thou  art  the  firft  that  haft  a rotten  heart  ; 

I thought  thee  firm  as  oak  ; fo  trufted  thee ; 
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The  gods  lhall  weigh  thee  in  th’unening  fcale, 

For  thy  rnoft  wicked  deed — a poor  old  man ! — 
Oh  wife — I owe  him  many  bitter  tears — 

Yea,  more  than  thou  flialt  fee  me  pay — for  now 
Our  war  alfairs  afk  all  my  thoughts  and  cares. 

But  I will  find  a time  to  mourn  for  him, 

I will  find  time,  I will  find  time — my  father — 

0 wife,  wife — take  thee  e’en  now  from  hence  ; 

Oh  dwell  not  in  my  fight — thy  gende  prefence 
Melts  dowm  my  foul  to  female  tendernefs, 

Unmeet  now  for  the  time’s  feverity  ; 

1 prithee  hence,  or  elfe  I fliall  not  rife 
To  the  flern  taflv  that’s  now  on  hand. 

El.  I’ll  go,  I’ll  go,  but  whither  fliall  I go  ? 
Where  thou  art  not,  ’tis  all  a wild  to  me. 

Defart  and  flrange — oh  point  me  out  fome  rock, 
Some  dark  and  gloomy  forefl  to  repair  to, 

Where  I,  in  fecret  fafety  with  my  fon, 

May  fue  to  heaven  to  grant  thee  victory. 

Hoel.  I’ll  give  thee  even  now  a trufly  guard. 

To  lodge  ye  fafeiy  in  the  woods  of  Deane ; 

For  to  tliat  place,  if  fortune  prove  my  foe, 

And  we  muft  yield,  I have  a fecret  pui*pofe, 

To  lead  the  remnant  of  my  ftedfafl  friends, 

There  to  confult  what  more  our  arms  may  do, 
Before  we  fink  to  uttermofl  defpair.  . 

Hie  thither  quickly — if  my  hopes  thrive  well. 
Thou  foon  fhalt  hear  my  trumpet  rend  the  woods, 
With  .a  triumphant  blafl — farewel,  farewel. 

SEmhracing. 

EL  Ye  heav’nly  rulers,  fave  my  deareft  lord, 
Fight  on  his  fide,  that  w^e  may  meet  in  joy. — 
Behold  thy^  fon  ; oh  Floel,  view  thyfelf 
In  this  thy  noble  boy — blefshim,  in  whom 
I read  thy  features,  when  thou  art  not  by. 

As  in  a piHurc  by  a cunning  hand. 
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Sweeting,  your  knee. — 

Hoel,  That’s  my  brave  b'oy — 

The  gods  be  good  and  bountiful  to  my  fon, 

And  form  thy  foul  to  the  noblenefs  that  (hines 
In  Leolyn  thy  brother  : thou  fnalt  grow  up 
The  love  of  Tritons,  and  to  foreign  lords 
A ftaff,  or  rod — kifs  me,  my  little  friend — 

! [Taking  him  in  his  arms* 

To  thy  own  look  ever  thus,  and  be  belov’d. — 

[Trumpet  at  diftance,  . 

Hark ! hark ! the  trumpet  founds — I muft  be 
gone, 

Farewel  my  wife — farewel  my  little  man. 

The  iron  voice  of  war  muft  be  my.  tone  : 

When  next  we  meet,  our  afpeO:  (hall  be  mild, 

The  gods  fo  willing. [Ey:it  Hoel. 

EL  Farewel,  farewel,  my  lord 

Ye  mighty  pow’rs,  walk  with  the  good  man  ftill, 
Shield  him  from  th’enemy,  if  but  in  pity 
To  this  your  noble — but  yet  imperfeQ:  work. 

Let  us  go  hence,  my  child,  to  the  woods  of  Deane, 
And  hide  us  in  their  deep  and  darklbine  glades. 
Until  thy  father’s  greeting  calls  us  thence. 

Boy.  Mother — I’ll  ftay  here — what  fhall  I do 
in  an  idle  wood — if  I were  bigger — I’d  ftght  with 
my  father. 

EL  Poor  thing,  thy  father’s  fpirit  is  in  thee  ; 
When  thou  haft  ftrength,  thou  ihalt,  my  child  ; - 
But  let  us  now  away. [Exeunt, 

Scene  V.  The  Camp. 

Enter  Hoel,  Leolyn,  Montgomery,  &c.. 

■ Hoel.  What  trumpet’s  that  I heard  ? 

LoqL  It  comes  from  the  enemy’s  camp. 
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Hoel.  Go  bring  him  in.  [_Exit  an  ojicer. 

Mont,  I deem  it  fome  propofal  towards  peace. 
Hoel.  So  it  be  to  our  honour,  we  will  hear  it; 
W e not  delight  in  blood,  Montgomery. 

What  fpirit  hirs  among  the  troops,  my  fon, 

Are  they  all  willing  to  encounter  them  ? 

Leol.  Each  is  impatient  as  a fprightly  fteed 
Withheld  from  the  courfe. 

Hoel.  W ell  quick  give  rein — Coufm  Hugh, 
Haft  tidings  of  our  prophet  ? 

Mont.  After  much  fcarching,  I have  found  him 
out, 

Plid  in  a rocky  angle,  where  he  had  fallen 
In  moft  deep  melancholy — I brought  him  forth, 
But  he  is  mute,  and  looks  upon  the  ground 

In  fullen  woefulnefs 

Hoel.  Indeed? — Go,  Hugh, 

Try  him  with  mufic,  it  may  ftirhim  up. 

Mont.  It  hath  been  done — but  all  our  melody 
Can  wake  no  joyous  fpring — ^liis  heart  is  fhut 
At  every  avenue  ; and  in  my  life, 

I never  faw  a fpeflacle  fo  ftrange, 

So  ftedfaft  fix’d,  as  that  he  fliews. — 

Hoel  Indeed! 

Leo.  My  noble  father,  mufe  not  on  him  thus, 

' There’s  nought  in  him  that  we  ftiou’d  hope  or  fear: 
I,  for  my  part,  reft  only  on  myfelf, 

And  on  the  valour  of  my  countrymen, 

Whofe  fpirits,  blows,  not  words  nor  looks  can  quell. 
I care  not  what  the  hidden  fates  deOgn ; 

It  may  be  good,  it  may  be  bad — if  bad. 

We’ll  by  our  courage  make  the  beft  of  it. 

Hoel.  That’s  the  beft  counfel — fo  come  what 
will, 

It  ftiall  be  v^elcome. 

Enter 
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Enter  OJicer,  with  Edelwyn  difguisd  like  a trum- 
peter, with  a young  hoy, 

Edel.  Health  and  fuccefs  fliine  on  you, — 

Hoel.  Edgar  cannot  fo  fend — who  then  art  thou  ? 

.Edel  Thy  friend  I am,  and  in  this  motley  guife, 
Stoll’n  forth  I am  to  make  thee  the  report. 

That  in  our  camp  thou  haft  fome  fecret  friends. 

Of  noble  'count. 

Hoel.  I guefs  he  rules  ye  with  an  iron  rod. 

Your  wives  and  daughters  he  accounts  his  prey. 
And  ufes  them  at  will. 

Edel.  In  troth  he  does. 

And  by  the  knife  removes  impediments. 

Hear  me  in  brief,  I muft  be  quickly  back; 

Certes  the  names  of  Kent  and  Edelwyn 
Ere  now  have  touch’d  your  ears. 

Hoel.  We  know  them  well. 

Edel.  ril  tell  thee  firft  the  caufe  of  difcontent. 
And  if  thou'lt  make  thy  fortune  grow  with  ours 
Our  mutual  helps  fiiall  lead  to  fuch  an  end. 

As  fhall  tranfcend  thy  nobleft  wifti. — 

Hoel.  Say  on. — ■ 

Edel.  The  Indian  tyger  ne'er  was  fo  imboft 
By  cruel  hunters,  as  is  my  lord  of  Kent, 

By  the  infults  of  the  king — he  had  a daughter, 
Whofe  beauty’s  fplendor  rank’d  e’en  with  the'beft  ; 
But  her  fair  charms  to  heav’n  file  did  devote. 

I'  the  holy  cloifter  did  the  tyrant  ravage 
This  temple  of  virtue — fome  fay  he  marry'd  her, 
But  he  reneges  that — and  his  recefs,  ^ 

When  he  had  ftoll'n  the  valu’d  gem  of  life, 
Wrought  on  her  virtuous  brain  in  fore  decree 
That,  pregnant  as  file  was,  ftie  rummag’d  o’er 
Each  nook  o’  the  land  to  find  her  ravifiier. 
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At  lengtii  in  our  camp  flie  came,  and  there  her 
fruit 

Was  brought  into  the  world,  but  with  Rich  woes, 
That  fhe,  the  mother  dy’d— The  mournful  fire, 
Demand  did  make,  in  modeft  humble  fort, 

Of  fatisfablion  for  this  infamy. 

And  piteous  lofs  unto  his  family, 

Befides  fome  other  things  to  him  moR  due  : 

To  which  the  king,  being  jealous  of  his  note, 
ForanceRry,  and  general  love — replies. 

With  moft  negleclAil  fcorn;  the  fenle  of  which 
Enrages  his  good  mind,  e’en  to  turn  arms, 

'Gainlt  his  contemptuous  fovereign,  and  thence 
Joins  league  with  me,  who  am  that  Edelwyn, 

To  wreak  our  vengeance  vow^’d  to  the  uttermoR, 
My  fource  of  arms  is  from  pure  charity, 

T’appeafe  the  manes  of  earl  Ethelwold, 

My  heart’s  choice  friend,  but  murder’d  by  the  king, 
For  having  a beauteous  wife — Now  mark  you  well, 
We  both  lead  num’rous  bands,  and  w^e  have  fworn, 
To  feize  occafion  ’foon  as  it  be  Tpy’d, 

To  turn  to  you — good  Sirs,  note  here  our  plan, 
Which  we  w^ell  deem  can  fcarcely  fail  fuccefs. 
Obferve  this  drawing  of  our  king’s  encampment : 
When  night  is  in  the  midR,  with  vigour  Rorm  it  ; 
Flere  in  the  north  a few  of  your  beR  troops 
May  force  the  gate,  the  guard  being  fmall  of 
Rrength ; 

This  weRern  rampier  cannot  long  refiR  you  ; 

W e quarter  here  hard  by,  and  we’ve  agreed 
To  join  force  with  you,  and  to  fweep  away 
All  thatoppofe  us — if  you  do  your  part, 

Doubt  nothing  of  our  aid — and  in  the  end. 

Look  for  a vi&ory  the  moR  com  pi  eat. 

That  arms  e’er  boaRed  of. 
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Hoel.  Thy  Tpeech  is  fair  and  friendly  ; 

But  that’tis  true,  what  warrant  canfl:  thou  give  us  ? 
Edel.  Thinking  of  that,  I here  have  brought 
my  fon,  . 

The  elded  of  my  hopes— I leave  him  with  you, 
As  hodage  to  our  faith — if  we  prove  falfe, 

Do  to  him  as  ye  lift — there,  take  care  of  him  : 
Farewel — I mud  be  gone — led,  being  mifs'd, 

A jealoufy  Iprihg  up.  

Hod.  Farewel  Edelwyn,  ■ 

At  midnight  look  to  hear  us  rage  among  ye 
Like  a wintry  dorni.  ‘ [_Exit  Edelwyn* 

Come,  noble  comrades, 

Let’s  counfel  how  to  order  this  bold  feat ; 

Wg  mud  be  fudden. — [^ExeunL 


End  of  the  Fourth  Act. 
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A C T V.  Scene  I. 

The  Englijh  Camp, 

Enter  King,  Queen,  with  Kent  in  chains,  Atten^ 
dants. 

Oueen.  Hang  him,  vile  traitor — burn  him,  flay 
^ him,  fl;arve  him. 

Gracious  my  lord,  do  not  deliberate 
With  fuch  a villain,  and  rebellious  dog; 

The  worft  death  you  can  think,  fills  not  his  merit. 
King.  Gently,  fair  creature,  gently — do  not 
foil 

That  lovely  temple  with  fuch  cruel  thoughts.. 

That  he  mull  die  is  certain,  but  his  death 
, Shall  not  be  cruel — tho’  his  heart’s  intent, 
Remorfelefs  unto  us,  entitles  him 
To  pains  the  mod  acute. 

Queen,  Would  we  had  crufli’d 
That  other  fnake  that  is  ’fcap’d. 

Kmg,  He  is  proclaim’d — and  we  have  ordered 
bills 

Be  cad  in  the  enemy’s  camp,  v;ith  folemn  promife 
Of  rich  reward  uiW whoever  brings  him, 

Alive  or  dead — he  cannot  long  go  free. 

— Kent,  when  I turn  the  volume  of  thy  life, 

I read  in  every  leaf  fair  tedimony  ^ 

Of  valour,  honedy,  and  zeal  for  us. 

And  for  our  government — of  what  fprings  this, 
That  now  thou  fwerved  from  the  loyal  road  ? 

Kent,  Aflv’d  thou  from  whence  ? — my  liege,  all 
fprings  from  thee  ; 

Had’d  thou,  my  liege,  but  had  a true  regard 
To  judice,  in  thy  dealings  unto  me, 
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My  heart  had  never  ris’n  in  rage  againft  thee. 
Thou  fay’ft  thou’ft  read  i'the  volume  of  my  life, 
My  ferviccs  and  zeal  thefe  many  years  : 

Look  on  this  face— thele  fears  corroborate 
Thofe  honeft  truths — yet  why  am  I grown  grey? 
Why  have  I worn  my  youth  and  prime  away, 

For  England’s  honour  ? — better  it  had  been 
That  I had  ne'er  drawn  fword — but  grown  to  age, 
In  eafe  and  privacy  on  my  demefnes. 

Of  my  endurings  thou  halt  reap’d  good  crop  ; 

But  then,  like  worldlings,  the  good  ox  that 
threfh’d, 

Thou’ft  muzzled  up — no  recompence  is  mine  ; 

No  juft  divifion  of  the  conquer’d  lands 
Hath  yet  been  feen ; your  favourites  have  all, 

Your  primrofe  Ibldiers,  fweet  with  civet  greafe, 
Whofe  liiiy-cheeks  ne’er  felt  a drifting  fnow; 

Who  know  no  more  of  charging  armed  hofts. 
Than  do  my  lady’s  maids — ’tisthey,  my  liege, 
They  fteal  away  the  hardy  warriors  toils. 

Yet,  good  my  lord,  tho’  thofe  things  were  enoiigli 
To’ve  put  a furious  motion  in  my  Wood, 

1 had  been  patient  ftill — but,  worft  of  all, 

And  what  conftrained  me  in  defp’rate  ways, 

Was  the  fad  fpeclacle  which  late  I faw — 

My  daughter’s  mifery  : her  dear  fenfe  turn’d ; 
Her  virtue  wounded  ; fhe  fetall  adrift 
Friendlefs,  expos’d  unto  the  angry  world, 

Which  ended,  as  you  know,  my  liege,  in  death. 
You’ll  not  deny  but  ftie  did  better  merit, 

Who  for  a feafon  call’d  you  her  fworn  lord, 

And  carry ’d  in  her  womb  the  living  teft. 

All  thefe  my  griefs,  in  humblenefs,  my  liege, 

I did  unto  your  eye  at  large  fet  forth, 

And  alk’d  redrefs  moft  modeft  for  luch  harm 
Broiightonourhoufe— My  liege,  you  flighted  me; 

M Then 
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Then  had  I not  been  fir’d  to  right  myfelf, 

There’s  not  a drop  of  my  dear  father  s blood, 

In  all  my  veins,  but  had  taken  up  a voice 
To  call  me  coward. 

King,  Now  in  good  time  the  gods  fliall  judge 
between  us : 

The  gods  forbid  that  we  fliould  overlook 
The  merits  of  a foul  of  thy  brave  (lamp  : 

I’d  rather  have  thee  for  my  bofom  friend, 

Than  give  thee  caufe  to  curfe  our  overfight. 

We  quickly  now  fliall  chafe  away  yon  reb^els, 

And,  when  that  bufinefs  done,  we’ll  at  full  lei  fur  c 
Confider  of  your  cafe — if  we  have  err’d. 

In  any  recompenfe  tliat  ’longs  to  thee, 

\\'e’ll  mend  that  breach — and  if,  in  lawlefs  way. 
We’ve  wrong’d  thy  family — we’ll  make  all  fmooth 
To  the  utmofl  of  our  potency — but  mark  me, 
Kent, 

If  it  be  feen,  as  we  in  truth  fufpecf. 

That,  blown  up  by  vain  hopes  and  curft  ambition, 
Thou  didll  concert  all  thefe  thy  prbjefls  ’gainftus. 
The  moment  that  be  prov’d  to  honeft  men. 

Who  fhall  be  prefent  when  we  call  thee  forth, 

Thy  life  fhall  go. — Hold  him  in  charge. 

\_Exit  Guards  with  Kent, 
Queen,  O give  him  now  no  chance  to  ’fcape 
away ; 

If  thou  regai'defl  thy  dear  health,  my  lord 
Away  at  once  with  this  grey-headed  traitor. 

See  here,  read  here,  this  paper  hath  been  found 
In'  Edelwyn’s  tent — look,  it  is  here  mark’d  out. 
How  to  furprife  us  in  the  ffill  of  night. 

Thofe  curfed  Welchmen  were,  by  their  complot, 
ToVe  murder’d  us  in  fleep— oh,  my  good  lord. 
How  have  we  Tcap’d  by  this  difcovery ! 


King. 
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King.  Soul  of  my  foul,  thou  doeft  MTong  to 
fear : 

Black-ey’d  confpiracy,  tho*  it  be  born, 

And  hath  its  motion  in  a dungeon. 

Cannot  be  hid  : it  is  as  to  feal  up 
The  leaks  and  eyelets  of  a crazed  houfe ; 
Sharp-beam’d  deteftion,  like  to  facred  light, 

Will,  thro*  the  (mail  unapprehended  crack, 

Make  its  bright  path,  and  thro'  the  dunnefl:  gloom, 
Search  out  and  fpread  the  fecret  into  day. 

Ou&cn.  O that  to-morrow  were  now  pad  and 
gone  ! 

And  we  all  fafe  at  happy  eafe— r-my  lord, 

My  day-thoughts  do  prefcnt  me  dreadful  things,  . 
But  my  night  vilions  (hake  my  veiy  frame ; 

I dream  of  nought  but  grim  embattled  hods. 

Of  bloody  fwords,  and  foaming  fiery  deeds. 

Of  dreaming  wounds,  and  ghadly  fhews  of  death. 
Surely,  my  lord,  you  will  not  venture  forth 
Your  valued  life  among  the  unvalued  hinds  ? 

King.  Ay,  my  fair  warrior,  an  the  gods  be  wil- 
ling,  ^ 

Why  fhou'd  we  not  ? War  now  by  cudom  is 
Become  to  us  a noble  game,  where  we 
Have  heroes  to  play  with. 

Queen.  Had  I a man's  heart,  I might  think  as 
you. 

And  then  I would  attend  thee  as  thy  'fquire. 

King.  Whenever  we  join  battle,  we  will  fet 
thee 

In  fome  place  of  the  bed  fecurity, 

Shou'd  we  even  lofe  the  day — Farewel  one  hour, 
Our  generals  wait  us  at  the  council  board. 

The  plans  of  fight  difpatch'd,  I'll  fly  to  meet  thee. 
With  open  arms — thus,  my  life,  and  thus. — 

\^ExeunL 

M 2 Scene 


§4  EDGAR  and  E L F R 1 D A, 


Scene  II.  HoeVs  Camp, 

Enter  Hoelj  Leolyn,  Montgomery,  Morgan,  EdeU 
wyn, 

Hoel.  Our  people  arc  all  ready  to  afTauIt, 

When  it  fliall  be  midnight — ^fay,  Edelwyn, 

Tho’  Edgar  hath  difeern’d  your  difaffedion, 

Hath  he  had  notice  of  this  part  of  the  plan  ? 

Edel,  I nothing  doubt  it — for  i’tlie  tent  tliev 
feiz’d 

Our  papers,  among  which  there  was  the  plan, 
Drawn  out  at  full — thrice  damn’d  be  that  vile  page 
That  overheard  our  talk — ere  this,  I fear. 

The  life  of  the  good  earl  Kent  is  gone. 

Mor,  Look  you,  you  may  plefs  your  planets, 
that  have  let  you  ’fcape  away  thus  in  an  whole 
Ikin ; for  tho’  thou  art  a goot  frient,  and  an  ho- 
neft  foul,  yet  in  hur  confciences,  and  in  hur  nod- 
dles, hur  pelieve  that  thou  art  a tamn'd  and  a feurvy 
villain,  to  plot  againft  thy  prince. 

Mont.  Peace,  Morgan,  peace,  hadft  diou  been 
fo  enmov'd 

As  thefe  have  been,  I wou’d  not  for  thy  honefty 
Have  been  the  guaranty,  tho'  now,  untry ’d, 

Thou  feem’ft  fo  full. 

Hoel.  Coufm  Hugh,  what  thinkell  thou  ?— 
That  we  muft  fight  them,  there  refis  not  a doubt; 
How  to  efFe6l  it  in  the  wifeft  way, 

Is  what  we  muft  devife,  and  fpeedily, 

Methinks  ’twere  well  to  let  our  plan  go  on; 

We  will  attack  them  in  the  dead  of  night. 

For,  in  the  dark  we  may  fo  order  things, 

As  to  make  ufelefs  many  of  their  troops, 

And  ours,  that  are  well  (kill'd  at  clambering, 

May 
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Mav,  by  their  wild  ways  in  th’obfcuring  cloud. 
Seem  double  of  their  number. 

Mont.  My  lord,  there  cannot  be  abetter  path. 
To  lead  to  happy  iffue,  than  fo  doing; 

muft  not  wait  for  clearing  day — l3ut  do  it 
At  once  with  utmoft  vigour,  {train’d  to  the  full; 
Day-light  may  be  our  bane — the  night’s  the  time : 
Divide  our  army  in  three  parts,  and  let 
Some  flying  troops  alarms  continual  keep. 

On  every  quarter  of  the  enemy ; 

Mean  while  we’ll  watch  advantage,  unperceiv’d^ 

To  break  into  the  camp  like  a fwoln  flood. 

And  fweep,  with  blind  force,  every  thing  away. 

Edel.  That  cannot  fail  of  giving  ye  vidory  ; 
Forfuch  an  unexpefted  ftorm  will  throw  them 
In  vile  diforder. 

LtoL  I will  lead  on 

The  flying  troops,  and  fo  attraQ  their  notice. 

That  they  fliall  leave  unguarded  many  parts 

For  you  to  ftorm, 

Hoel.  Be  it  fo  refolv’d : 

My  fpirits  yet  methinks  would  be  more  gay. 

Did  but  our  feer  fay,  Go  on — all’s  well; 

His  melancholy  hath  infection  in  it, 

Mont.  My  lord,  his  fullennefs  is  known  to  none 
Save  we  here  prefent ; and  to  us  that  think, 
Unprepoffelfed  with  idle  fantafies. 

It  is  as  nought  whether  he  fmiles  or  frowns. 

I left  him  even  now — as  mute  as  death; 

Yet  once  he  mutter’d  fomethingto  himfelf^ 

Ajid  once  methought  he  faid,  ‘ beware.’ 

Hoel.  Wou’d  he  were  gay  ! 

The  Ikies  are  thick ; ’twill  be  a blowing  night, 

The  ftars  will  not  look  out  upon  us. 

Leol.  They  gentle  leaders  of  the  traveller, 

St^nd  even  now  our  friends — hiding  their  torches, 

LefI  , 
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Left  that  our  motions  fliould  be  pry’d  into ; — 

The  fharp  winds  too  are  leaguer  d on  our  part, 
Now  waking  from  their  dens,  they  roar  aloud, 
Amid  the  high  and  leaflefs  trees,  that  fo 
Our  trampling  feet  be  not  heard  thro’  the  night: 
Certain,  good  Sir,  thefe  trumpets  of  the  air 
Do  unfold  thoughts  of  valorous  enterprife. 

^Vho  is  there  in  our  hoft  that  hath  an  heart- 
That  doth  not  pant  for  fight  ? 

Hoel.  *Tis  time  to  move. 

Hie  ev’ry  maji  to  his  troop — and  let’s  away; 

But  whether  we  fliall  ever  meet  again. 

To  the  gods  is  only  known  — therefore,  good 
friends, 

Here  let  us  take  our  leave — if  we  furvive, 

It  will  be  well — if  not — heav’n’s  peace  be  our’s. 
Farewell  — farewel  to  all — [Embracing  each  by 
turns']  ye  heav’nly  guards, 

Cover  this  head,  tho’  mine  be  doom’d  to  fall. — 

[To  ‘his  fon. 

Liberty  be  the  word — bring  forth  our  fteeds. 

Draw  each  his  fword,  and  let  us  fpeed  away, 

^Like  nightly  eagles  to  th’enfolded  flock.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  III.  Before  the  Englifi  Camp, 

A thunder  form. 

Enter  two  Centinels. 

if.  What  a rueful  night  is  this — the  fley  pours 
fire — 

2d,  The  lightnings  come  from  over  the  Welch- 
men’s camp. — 

if.  Do  you  believe  it  is  their  necromancer  that 
has  rais'd  tliis  tempeft  ? 
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2d.  Ay,  in  good  foodi,  and  every  body  in  our 
camp  thinks  the  fame.  Lord  Herbert,  they  fay, 
is  fiire  that  'tis  the  conjurers  making.- — 

ijl.  There’s  no  fighting  with  the  devil,  and  ’tis 
to  no  purpofe  that  we  number  more  than  the  re- 
bels— What  fays  the  king  to  all  ? — 

2d.  In  troth  I know  not — they  fay  that  the 
queen  takes  on  hugely,  and  I fuppofe  the  king  is 
civil  enough  to  be  frightened  too  for  company’s 
fake — they  never  differ. — 

iji.  Hark — I thought  I heard  the  trampling  of 
horfes. — 

2d.  You  fool — ’tis  the  mutt’ring  thunder  you 
hear. 

ijl.  Nay — but  ’tis  the  enemies~fly,  fly — here 
they  come — they  purfue  us. — [ExeunL 

Enter-  and  exeunt  Leolyn  and  his  Troops  purjuing 
them. 

Enter  Hoel,  Montgomery,  ^c.  and  Army. 

Hoel.  So  foul  a night  I fcarce  have  feen. 

Mont.  The  clouds 
Seem  like  a pitchy  cloak  unto  a {ky 
Of  molten  gold.  Methinks  there’s  no  alarm, 

For  all  feems  quiet  in  the  enemy’s  camp. 

If  that  they  think  upon  our  feer  now, 

Certes  they’ll  fay  this  ftorm  is  rais’d  by  him, 

And  then  they’ll  not  ftrikc'  firoke. 

Hoel.  Coufin,  I hold  that  flatt’ring  thought  at 
heart. 

Mont.  Then  quickly  give  the  word  to  gin  af- 
fau}t, 

Entem 
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Enter  Leolyn, 

LeoL  Lead  up,  lead  up  at  once,  and  ail  is  our.s 
IVe  feiz’d  two  ftragglers,  who  on  oath  declare, 
That  much  difmay  now  reigns  throughout  their 
camp, 

Deeming  this  tempeft  brew’d  by  our  magician. 
IVe  been  up  to  their  walls,  and  all  lie  clofe, 

Like  flieep  fear-ftruck  in  the  fold. 

HoeL  Brave  coufin  Hugh,  begin  th’alTault  from 
^ the  wood : 

You,  Morgan,  make  diverlion  in  the  eaft; 
Ourfelf  from  yonder  point  will  raife  our  ftorm, 
Whilft  Leolyn  on  all  the  other  coafts 
Shall  keep  up  an  alarm. — [^Exemt^ 

Scene  IV.  The  Kmg^s  Pavilion, 

Storm  continues. 

Enter  King,  Herbert,  and  Oncers. 

King,  I fay  they  dare  not  come  thro’  fuch  a 
ftorm — 

Herb,  My  liege,  if  ’tis  their  necromancer — 
King.  Their  necromancer  1 — no,  there’s  no 
fuch  thing ; 

The  ftorm  is  natural — kis  our  fools  alone, 

That  conftrue  prodigies  from  Out  their  fears. 

Are  the  troops  under  arms  as  we  direfted  ? 

Herb.  All  under  arms,  and  in  their  tents  they 
reft, 

Ready  to  form  upon  the  fignal. 

Herb.  I’ll  wager  thee  that  cup  of  gold 
I Ihew’d  thee  in  the  tent,  gainft  a'fcore  crowns, 
That  they’ll  not  venture  forth  amid  this  tempeft, 
Altho’  their  plan  was  to  come  forth. 


EiiUr 
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Enter  Mejfenger, 

Mejf.  Arm,  Arm,  my  liege,  the  foe’s  at  hand; 
They  may  be  in  the  camp : the  eaft  is  ftorm’d, 
And  fmall  is  the  refiftance. 

King,  Sound,  found  the  alarm— 
each  nimbly  to  his  troop : 

Herbert,  go  carry  aid  to  the  eailern  gate. 

[^Exit  Herbert^  (3c* 


V ' Enter  another  Mejfenger, 

Meff.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord,  they  are  in  the  very 
camp. — 

King.  Who  in  the  .camp,  thou  coward?  ' 
MeJf.  Ten  thoufand  of  the  enemy,  my  lord ; 
The  weftern  rampier  is  broke  down,  and  all 
That  did  oppofe  them  are  hewn  into  pieces.  '' 
^King.  The  fiend,  in  troth,  we  have  to  fight 
with  now. 

Penda — away — we’ll  fight  to  the  laft  drop, 
Come,  follow  me.  \^Exeunt. 


Alarms. 

Scene  V.  Part  of  the  Camp. 

Enter  in  JkirmiJh  Penda  and  Leolyn. 

Leo.  Yield  thee,  whoe’er  thou  art  that  flop’ll 


my  way. 


Pend  i 
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Pend.  Yield  to  a rebel!  no — what*s  thy  name  ? 
Thou  feem'ft  a thing  of  noble  foul. 

Leo.  Leolyn  is  my  name — but  who  art  thou. 
So  young  and  bold  in  arms  ? 

Pend.  Aik  Devon's  earl  for  his  fon,  thou’lt  then 
know  Penda. 

Leo.  Then  yield  thee,  Penda — or  avoid  my 
rage: 

"Tis  for  thy  tyrant  I make  fearch,  not  thee. 

Pend.  Thou  art  in  quell  of  certain  death  in  him. 
He's  like  a lion  rouzed  in  his  den : 

His  eye  in  anger  lighted  llrikes  thee  dead. 

Leo.  Go,  go — I do  not  bear  thy  thoughts; 

Let  me  pafs  on  in  peace — I would  not  harm  thee  j 
There’s  favour  in  thy  countenance  methinks. 

If  1 difcern  right  by  thefe  dying  embers — 

To  thee  I cannot  bear  an  enmity. 

Pend.  Throw  down  thy  arms — no  rebel  palTes 
' free. 

Leo.  Doll  brave  me? — ha!  have  at  thee. 

[_Fight;  Penda  is  JIain. 

There  lie,  poor  boy 

Yet  had  I rather  Ve  had  thee  for  mv  friend. 
Than  met  thee  in  this  llrait. \_£xit. 


Sc  E N E VI.  Another  part  of  the  Camp. 

Enter  King  and  Oficer. 

Off.  The  enemy  are  fall'n  in  dire  confulion ; 
TvvO  num’rous  bodies  that  had  forc’d  the  camp, 
At  oppofite  lides,  millaking  each  for  foes, 

Have  fought  each  other  in  the  obfcuring  night, 
And  dreadful  is  the  IJaughter. — Noble  Herbert 

Efpy'd 
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Efpy’d  their  error;  and  in  ambufh  lay 

To  bait  the  conqueror. — ^ 

King.  Lead  quickly  on. 

Off.  E*en  now  I left  him  like  a bafilifk  , . 
Rouz’d  in  his  den. 

King.  Have  with  them,  lead  away. 

Off.  Tygers  thofe  Welchmen  now  are  grown, 
Not  men.  [JFxeunU 

Scene  VII.‘  "Fhe  Camp. — Alarms,  Excurfions, 
&c. 

Enter  King  and  Hoel  in  Combat. 

King.  Yield  defperate  man,  thy  hopes  are  gone 
to  air. 

Hoel,  Then  let  thy  fword  devour  my  life:  my 
honour 

Thou  murderedft  on  Dee. 

King.  No,  rather  gave  thee  life — avaunt! — - . 

IFight. 

\Enter  parties  of  Englijh  and  Welch. — A general 
engagement  follows,  in  which  the  Welch  give 
way.— Shout  within  ‘ Victoria*.] 

Scene  VIII.  Without  the  Camp:  Shouts^ 
Alarms,'  Frmipets. 

Flying  parties  of  Welch  pafs  the  fccTie,  and  Englijk 
foldiers  purfuing. 

Enter  Hoel  with  fword  drawn, 

Hoel  All  loft— all  loft — oh!  I have  liv'd  too. 
long 

N 2 
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To  fee  this  night. — Henc6  be  it  ever  curs’d: 
Never  fhine  ftar,  or  moon  upon  it  more; 

Let  nothing  ever  tafte  of  joy  this  night: 

Let  hoAvlings  fcare  it — Lamentings  fill  the  dr, 
Whirlwinds  and  blafts.be  on  it — fighs  and  tears— 
Let  it  at  length  be  mark’d  the  general  doom, 
And  Nature  die  this  night — fick — fick  to  death. 
Oh,  my  fon  Leolyn ! thou  art  no  more ; 

Thou  canft  not  come  again — the  cold  earth  has 
. thee; 

And  now  I follow  thee. — Come  friend  to  woe — 
Enter  d Soldier. 

' Sol.  Fly  further  ofF^  my  lord— the  enemies 
come, 

There  is  no  fafety  if  we  tarry  here : 

Fly,  fly,  my  lord, 

Hoel.  Not  a ftep  further. 

Now,  Edgar,  now  thy  trouble  fhall  diffblve, 

I will  liot  vex  thee  more — Come,  beft  of  friends, 
Break  up  this  edrthly  prifon-houfe,  and  loofe 
The  foul  to  happier  realms,  where  pain  lives  not, 
Anxiety — nor  wan  folicitude.— 

O,  Leolyn,  I’ll  now  be  with  thee. 

[Going  to  jlah  himfelf. 
Sol.  Stay  thy  rafli  hand ; what  means  ray  lord, 
Your  fon’s  not  dead,  he  is  a prifoner 
In  the  enemy’s  camp.  I faw  him  a?id  his  troop, 
Like  baited  lions,  fighting  in  the  midft. 

Clos’d  in  on  every  fide  by  countlefs  numbers. 

All  night  with  matehlefs  valour  did  he  bay  them. 
Striving  to  make  a bold  retreat,  which  when 
He  found  his  courage  coiild  not  lead  him  to, 
Nobly  he  yielded  to  the  Englifh  chief. 


Hoel. 
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Hoel.  if  it  be  fo,  there  may  be  hope  yet  lefti 
And  oh,  ye  pitying  Gods!  infufe  your  fpirits 
Into  the  bofom  of  the  conqueror, 

That  he  lift  up  no  bloody  hand  againft  him. 

Who  knows  of  Montgomery — alive  or  dead? 
Sol.  in  the  undifcerning  darknefs,  good,  itiy 
lord, 

The  troops  of  Morgan  and  Montgomery, 

Tliat  enter'd  had  the  earhp  at  adverl'e  lines,  ' 
Each  other  did  encounter  tjy  curft  chance, 
Midaking  each  to  be  the  enemy. 

Sharp  was  the  confiidtfor  fome  time, /ere  eithei* 
'Could  fee  the  dire  and  horrible  miftake ; 

In  which  brave  Morgan  was  ftruek  to  (he  heart, 
And  tlie  moft  noble  Hugh,  by  an  arrow  wounded^ 
Has  (ince  given  up  the  ghoft— Move  hence,  iny 
lord,  f 

Get  quickly  to  your  horfcr^he'S  here  at  hand. 
To  bear  you  to  fecurity.— 

Hoel,  Oh,  Fortune! 

Thou' ft  lopp'd  me  of  my  beft  and  ftatelieS: 
boughs, 

And  leav’d  me  naked  in  the  midft  of  dorms. 

Yet  will  1 bear  me  up — if  I may  fee 
My  fon  yet  living,  and  in  my  embrace, 

I then  may  fmile  again — if  not — then  this—  , 
This  hand  fhall  free  me  from  the  defolate  earth, 
l.ead  on  to  horfe,  and  with  what  friends  we  hav^' 
Spur  towards  the  woods  of  Deane,  , [Exeunt. 
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Scene  IX,  The  Camp. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Attendants,  See. 

King.  Cheer  up,  dear  love — there  is  no  caufe 
of  fear, 

They're  driven  back — then  why  doft  tremble  fo? 
Queen.  O think,  my  lord,  how  dreadful  was  the 
feene 

To  one  fo  us'd  to  quiet  life  as  I. 

King.  And  whither  wer’t  thou  flying? 

Queen.  Indeed  I know  not — frighted  as  I was 
1 thought  a fafety  any  where  but  here. — 

King.  Had  there  been  danger,  our  firft  care 
had  been 

To  have  fuccour'd  thee. 

Queen.  And  are  they  indeed  repuls'd  ? 

King.  Ay, — driven  to  the  devil. 

Queen.  I would  they  all  were  deadi 


Enter  Mejfenger.. 

Mejf.  Health  and  fuccefs  attend  your  highnefs 
ever, 

The  route's  compleat,  and  the  right  valiant 
prince. 

Young  Leolyn,  is  your  prifoner. 

Queen.  O,  that  found's  like  mufick. 

King.  Where  is  brave  Herbert? 

‘ JAeJ.  Lo,  where  he  comes  my  liege. — 


Enter 
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Enter  Herbert,  with  Leolyn  guarded* 

King,  Thice  welcome,  noble  Herbert:  this 
viQ;ory, 

So  much  your  own,  bears  with  it  glory  fuch 
As  will  make  poor  the  honours  we  can  add. 

Herb.  The  viftory,  my  honour’d  liege,  is  your’s. 
Your  prefence,  like  the  fun,  gives  life  to  all. 
King,  is  this  the  prince  ? 

Herb.  Yea,  my  good  lord — your  prifoner.— 
King.  A goodly  youth — in  troth  it  grieves  my 
heart 

To  think  that  we  fhould  have  an  enemy. 

So  full  of  grace  and  true  nobility. 

We  mufl  have  done,  what  we  are  ignorant  of; 
Some  great  enormity  to  ftir  fuch  up  : 

Sir — wherefore  have  ye  arm'd  againft  us  ? 

Leo.  My  lord,  when  freedom  fuffers,  generous 
fouls  cry  war : 

Thou  Edgar,  thou  O king,  if  thou  couldft  bear 
A tyrant’s  rule,  with  tame  and  humble  fpirit. 

We  fliould  efteem  thee  as  an  abje8:  creature, 

A man  unworthy  the  fociety 
Of  gen’rous  free-born  men. 

Herb.  Ha ! thefe  words  are  bold — 

Leo.  Yea,  Herbert — fay  too  they  are  honeft : 
Shall  honerty,  tho’  in  chains,  be  afraid  to  fpeakf 
You  may,  by  right  of  conqueft,  take  my  life; 
But,  to  our  lateft  breath  it  (hall  be  faid, 

We  fpeak  no  language  that  our  heart  forbids. 

Nor  withhold'  fpeech  which  confcience  bids  us 
utter. 

King.  Magnanimous  fouls  we  prize;  and  wou’d 
as  foon 

Delpitc 
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, Defpite  ourfelf,  as  barm  one  truly  great. 

Go  to,  tbou  err’G  in  hinting  us  a tyrant; 

^nd  were  we  that  ungracious  conqueror, 
from  your  aftion'is  inferred,  we  fhould 
Have  other  thoughts  refpefting  of  thy  life 
Thau  now  are  ours — wdiereon  doft  thou  build  ? 
Wherein  are  we  the  tyrant  ? 

Leo.  The  Cambrians,  good  my  lord,  were  born 
as  free 

As  thou,  or  any  one  beneath  the  fun: 

They  liv’d  at  eafe  in  calm  fcciirity, 

MoleGing  none  with  curd  ambition. 

That  knows  no  end  of  making  flaves  of  men. 
Their  prince  was  father  of  the  family. 

To  keep  the  wholfome  order  of  the  whole, 

And  make  each  happy  in  his  happinefs. 

What  fpirit  did  pofTefs  thy  vain  forefathers, 

To  carry  war  among  this  eafy  folk  ? 

To  fpoil  the  peaceable,  and  make  them  bow. 
Who  own'd  no  mailers  but  the  gods  above, 

To  whom  they  homage  paid  for  providence. 

But  thou  too  vex'd  them  in  fame  evil  fort. 

Thou  haft  a memory,  and  canft  recall 
My  father's  fliame  upon  the  Dee,  that  blufh’d 
To  fee  him  row  thy  galley — Cou’dft  thou  think. 
After  that  fportful  damn'd  indignity, 

He  could  in  peace  ft  down,  and  that  his  gorge 
Would  bear  the  load?  — No,  no,  no,  never, 
never : 

Thou  trod’ft  upon  a dang’rous  fnake  e'en  then^ 
That  would  in  turn  attack  thee  with  his  fting. 
King.  That  Hoel  lives,  frees  us  from  all  re- 
proach ; 

We  might  have  crufh'd  him,  being  in  our  pow'r. 
And  for  his  life,  by  war  he  ill  repays  us. 

- Know 
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Know  for  the  reft — ftnce  unrecorded  age, 

Cambria  hath  been  a feoff  and  ’pendency 
To  this  land  appertaining  : my  forefathers 
Exa6led,  and  be  fure  we  fiiall  no  lefs 
Exa6l;  that  homage  ever  paid  our  crown  ; 

But,  that  debt  paid,  her  peace  flows  on  again. 
Ncgle6led,  or  refus’d  with  contumacy, 

As  ’twasof  late,  our  arms  fhall  force  the  fine. 

But,  for  thy  father,  know,  we  hold  him  high, 
Andwifh  to  take  him  once  more  to  our  love, 
Knowing  and  prizing  his  benevolence, 

And  gen’roLis  dealings  with  our  prifoners. 

Shall  we  his  head  in  eminence  be  foil’d. 

In  nobly  treating  them  the  war  makes  ours? 

The  gods  forbid — Lord  Herbert,  break  thofe 
bonds ; 

Go  with  free  life,  and  when  thou  getteft  home. 

Say  to  thy  father,  ‘‘  This  yon  Edgar  did.” 

Leo.  How ! — Thou  wreft’ft  his  fword  away  with 
potency. 

Greater  than  armed  hofts — how  fliall  I fay  It,*”— 
When  this  is  known,  as  by  the  king  of  heav’n, 

I’ll  make  it  known  throughout,  there’s  not  a foul 
In  all  our  land  but  what  will  worfliip  thee. 

King.  If  they  have  ought  of  grievance  againft 
us. 

The  remedy  fliall  follow  the  complaint. 

It  gives  us  forrow  when  we  draw  the  fword, 

No  lefs  than  to  the  gods,  when  they’re  compell’d 
To  fend  their  plagues  upon  the  crying  earth. 

Get  hence  in  peace,  and  whilft  due  order  lives 
Ye  fhall  be  unmolefted,  undillrain’d; 

But  let  the  tribute  which  is  due  to  us 
Be  paid,  when  we,  by  our  ambaffadors. 

As  is  our  cuuom  yearly  thro’  our  feoffs, 

Do  come 'to  make  demand — thereof  fail  not, 

O As 
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As  at  your  peril  ye  fhall  anfwer  it. 

So  fare  thee  well,  brave  boy — [^Ex€U7it  feverally. 

Scene  IX.  In  a large  Cave  in  the  Forejl  of 
Deaiie, 

Hoel  fitting  in  a dejected  filence.  Ellenor,  her  fon 
and  a few  Attendants, 

EL  My  lord,  my  hufband,  oh  bend  up  thy 
looks ; 

Think  that  to  me  he  liv’d  as  great  a gift 
As  unto  thee — oh  what  mull  be  our  cafe, 

So  funken  as  we  are  for  lofs  of  him, 

To  want  the  comfort  of  your  countenance. 

Our  grief  is  doubled  to  behold  thee  thus 
Eat  up  of  dull,  and  deadly  melancholy. 

O good  my  lord,  dear  hufband,  be  not  fo  ; 

You  Hill  were  wont  upon  events  malign. 

To  fuccour  you  with  fpirits  all  as  high, 

As  meafur’d  with  your  lofs  : — in  this  dire  need, 
Look  up  unto  the  gods,  whofe  providence 
Doth  not  affift  defpair. 

Att,  Good  lady — let  him  reft  a little  while, 

This  fudden  news  hath  ftruck  him  to  the  ground, 
When  he  recovers  ftrength  he  will  look  up. — 

EL  O Leolyn ! — oh  my  fon,  thou  art  dead  and 
gone ; 

Thou  wert  our  ftar,  whofe  cheering  ray  did  lead  us, 
With  pleafure  on  life’s  road — all  darknefs  now, 
Sorrow,  and  heavy  thoughts  to  weigh  us  down 
To  the  pit  of  death — O Edgar;  cruel  king! 

They  faid  thou  wert  a gracious  conqueror, 

A generous  enemy;  thence  came  cur  hope 
But  this  dire  news  throws  down  our  builded  hopes. 

IIoeL  Elark  Meredith- [Whif^ers, 

Mor. 
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Mer,  Forbid  it  heavens~my  lord,  it  were  to 
lay  ^ 

Upon  what  is  already  forely  prefs’d, 

A mountain  of  huge  grief. 

HoeL  Get  thee  away — Williams  a word. 

Will.  O my  good  lord — Fd  rather  turn  my 
fword 

Into  my  own  heart’s  blood,  than  fuch  a thing. 

This  many  a year  IVe  ferv'dyou  : I am  grown 
To  fnowy  flakes — and  you  fuljpeftmy  love, 

To  think  I could  be  mov’d  to  liich  a deed; 

The  thought  of  which  brings  grief  into  mine  eyes, 
And  wounds  my  heart. 

Hoel.  Peace,  peace,  good  fellow, 

’Tis  on  thy  love  that  I do  this  requeft  : 

I have  liv’d  long  enough  in  this  bafe  world  ; 
Out-liv’d  the  mighty  love  which  once  I bore  it. 

And  now  I’ll  make  my  efcape. 

Then  do  the  friendly  office — and  the  gods 
Be  kindlier  mov’d  towards  thee. 

Will.  I cannot  do  it — never,  never. 

El.  Good  Meredith,  what  did  thy  lord  requefl  ? 
Mer.  No  lefs  than  hold  his  fword. 

El.  Oh  merciful  pow’rs ! — my  lord,  my  lord — 
what’s  this  ? — 

The  gods  preferve  thy  gentle  life  from  harm  ; 

Thou  art  our  guardian  ; we  all  hold  to  thee: 

Oh  leave  us  not  unto  the  naked  world. 

Where  not  a fingie  friend  have  we  to  help  us. 

Alack,  what  fhould  we  do  ffiould  you  be  gone, 

Poor  weak,  defencelefs  creatures  as  we  are. 

Oh  think,  the  fparrow,  tho’  its  foe’s  at  hand. 

Leaves  not  its  little  unarm’d  family. 

But  guards  it  to  the  laft — Shall  your  great  foul 
Be  lefs  a father  than  a fimple  bird. 

Boy.  O father,  fadier,  do  not  leave  us  here ; 

O 2 N,  O woe’s  ^ 
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0 woe's  the  day — my  mother  weeps  and  fobs — 
You  do  not  love  us,  tho’  we  all  love  you. 

Hoel.  How,  how  is  this ! — away,  away. 

EL  Whate'er  you  do,  forfalve  us  not,  my  hwf- 
band ; 

Whatever  purpofe  moves  now  in  your  foul, 

Oh  leave  us  not  behind — here  is  my  brcah; 

Difmifs  us  firft  unto  the  unknown  realms, 

,But  never  quit  us  in  this  wretched  earth. 

Hoel.  O wife,  wife,’  wife — you  have  difarm’d 
me. 

Away,  good  inftrument  I cannot  ufe  thee ; 

I’ll  live  to  you,  and  you — tho’  to  myfelf 

1 am  dead  long  fince.-^Come  Edgar,  come  all 

woes,  . 

And  we  with  fpirits  yet  magnanimous. 

Will,  till  the  laft  drop  of  our  blood  fhall  fail, 
Contend  againft  you — You  make  it  cowardly, 

To  a6i  the  beft  part  of  a Roman  foul. 

I’ll  dare  to  live  for  you  dear  loves. 

\_Emb racing  them. 
El.  There’s  valour  in  that  found — if  we  do  well, 
The  gods  will  not  defert  our  honell  means  ; 

We  yet,  I truh,  fhall  fee  fome  happy  days. 

Since  you  befriend  us  ftill. 

Flo  el.  Let  us  to  arms  : 

How  many  can  we  mufler  ? 

Enter  a Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  Good  news,  good  news,  my  lord,  your 
fon’s  alive. 

Here  he  is  at  the  gate — indeed  ’tis  true — 

Kis  very  felf.  

HoeL  Praife,  praife,  great  gods ! 

If  grief  cannot  o’erfet  me,  joy  will  do  it. 


Enter 
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Enter  Leolyn  and  Attendants. 

Leo.  O my  father ! — deareft  mother ! 

[^Embracing  them. 

Receive  your  Leolyn  alive  and  free. 

Hoel.  Nothing  is  loft  now  thou  art  found  again. 
Ye  gracious  rulers  of  terreftrial  things, 

Omit  the  thoughts  e-en  now  I did  conceive 
Againft  your  erriefs  and  good  providence. 

There's  not  a foul  that  can  difeern  your  ways; 
And  yet,  oh  impious  man  ! we  all  dare  judge 
Of  right  and  wrong — O Leolyn,  balm  of  my  heart. 
Had  we  in  battle  died,  and  met  in  heaven, 

.Our  joy  had  been  but  this. — But  fay,  my  fon. 
Great  is  our  v/onder  that  thou  art  in  life ; • 

But  to  be  free,  and  from  the  tyrant’s  grafp, 
O’erflows  the  meafure  of  conception. — 

What  ranfom  ? — be’t  the  half — the  whole  of  our 
domains. 

I freely  breathe  it  to  the  conqueror. 

* Leo.  We  are  not  conquer’d,  but  indeed  fub- 
dued; 

O we  have  err’d  in  thinking  him  a tyrant. 

Being,  on  proof,  of  mild  and  generous  heart : 
Tho’,  in  aflerting  what  he  deems  his  right. 

He  is  moft  refolute. — I almoft  blufti. 

That  we  fliou’d,  ’gainft  lb  brave  and  good  a king 
Have  ris’n  in  arms — in  my  foul  I now  frbmit 
To  pay  him  all  the  homage  our  forefathers 
Have  long  fmee  paid  his  crown — Indignities 
Are  vanilh’d  all,  and  all  far  overpaid, 

By  the  noble  treatment  he  to  us  hath  given ; 

And  Inch’s  my  gratitude,  that  never  more 
Will  I drawfword  on  him,  or  wilh  him  ill. 


Iloel. 


102  EDGAR  and  E L F R I D A. 

HoeL  Then  I will  pahs  o’er  all. — 

Let  time  in  his  abyhiie  fink  all  things  pafi; ; 

And  the  dear  value  which  we  ow^e,  thy  life, 

Ereti  on  memory  a monument, 

That  never  may  feel  age  or  injury. 

Leo.  A warrior,  lefs  in  foul  than  this  great  king, 
Might  well  have  carried  his  revenge  fo  far, 

As  to  have  taken  in  his  feepter’s  fwarth 
Our  ancient  principality. 

‘HoeL  And  doth  he  not  demand  it  ? 

Leo.  No  not  an  hide  of  ground  demandeth  he ; 
He  foie  requires  the  homage  we  were  wont 
To  yield  him  as  his  feoffment — no  more. 

HoeL  Which,  by  the  facred  fhining  of  the  orbs. 
With  grateful  hearts  we’ll  freely  pay  him  down, 
Yea  double  it,  foto  exprefs  our  love. 

E’en  now,  before  we  get  back  to  our  home, 

We’ll  go  in  perfon,  and  do  homage  to  him. 

For  this  abundant  good — Come,  Leolyn — 

And  we  will  lludy  how  we  may  return 
Thefc  benefits  with  which  he  makes  us  bow. 
Heav’n’s  peace  to  thofe  brave  fouls  the  battle  flew; 
Would  we  had  better  known  whom  we  oppos’d, 
They  then  with  us  might  have  led  happy  lives, 

In  the  warm  fliining  of  full  teeming  peace. 

[_S  ene  Jliuts, 

Scene  X.  A Royal  Tent, 

Enter  King,  Oxieen,  OJicers,  &c. 

King.  Bring  Kent  hither — now  our  wars  are 
pa  ft  l^Exit  OJicer, 

Our  heart  cannot  be  fettled  at  full  reft, 

'Till  wc  have  made  ail  happy  : but  that  done, 

We’ll  hie  unto  our  palace  in  the  wood, 

There 
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There  bafk  away  the  fummer  now  at  hand. 

Queen.  We’ll  there  be  happier  than  words  can 
defcribe. 


Enter  Kent  guarded. 

King.  Undo  thofe  chains — now  noble  lord  of 
Kent, 

*Tis  time  we  fliou’d  make  known  to  you  our 
tlioughts — 

We  have  confider’d  deep  within  ourfelf 
The  grounds  on  which  you  (land — we  have  pe- 
rus’d 

The  long  memorial  you  did  lay  before  us. 

Which  the  war’s  buhnefs  caus’d  us  to  omit. 

Firft,  for  your  daughter,  tlms  far  we  do  own  : 

Our  heart  of  beauty  is  fufceptible, 

And  may  in  this  way  be  with  juftice  term’d, 

The  frail’ll  upon  the  eartln — We  lov’d  the  maid 
With  an  afl'eflion  which  the  purell  liver 
Cou’d  not  condemn  : and  to  make  blelt  our  love, 
We  married  her.  But,  mark  the  fequel  now: 

As  foon  as  this  was  known  unto  the  pope. 

His  holinefs,  well  wotting  fhe  w^ere  vow’d 
To  linglenefs,  and  holy  courfe  of  life, 

Sends  us  his  private,  but  divine  injunclion, 

That  we  fhould  quit  our  oath  of  love  fo  taken. 

So  we,  too  pious  to  refill  his  charge, 

Witli  very  heavy  fpirit  were  ablblv’d. 

But  for  thy  fatisfacUon,  and  to  repair 
This  breach  ill-made,  her  fon  that’s  newly  born, 
We  have  by  tellament  made  our  throne’s  heir. 
Queen.  My  lord! — 

King.  I fay,  the  heir  immediate  to  our  throne; 
Be  his  name  Edward,  mark  you  that  my  lord  : 

We  will  with  tendernefs,  as  well  becomes 
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A father,  rear  him  for  the  fovereign  rule, 

And  fhall  fo  order  matters,  that  no  ftir 
Shall  at  our  death  be  born  to  work  him  grief. 

Now  Kent,  unto  this  fubjekt  of  thy  plaint, 

Have  we  well  anfwer  d ? 

Kent.  Oh  had’ft  thou  given  me  but  one  little 
word 

That  went  unto  this  tune,  the  fun  in  heav'n 
Had  fooner  from  his  daily  journey  chang’d, 

Than  I my  loyalty. 

King.  On  this  we’ve  built : 

And  truly,  all  thy  former  life  compar’d,  ^ 

This  fwerving  we  now  fee  derives  from  us; 
Therefore  we  do  not  fliuii,  as  others  might. 

To  fay,  ''  we  have  ill  done” — Kings  are  but  men. 
And  men  by  nature  feldom  walk  fo  ftraight. 

As  not  to  tread  in  undue  paths. — ’Tis  weigh’d— 
Thy  fault  we  now  call  ours — we  free  thee  from  it, 
And  look  to  have  thy  frieiidflrip  link’d  unto  us, 
More  ftrong,  if  polfible,  than  heretofore. 

Kent.  Witnefs  ye  gods  above,  and  men  below, 
Spirits  and  all  intelligences  round, 

I have  no  thoughts  witliin  my  honeft  breaft, 

But  for  your  honour  make  and  your  repofe. 

My  liege,  )^ou  have  not  now  within  your  land, 
One  who  fo  much  defires  your  love  as  I do. 

The  rage  which  blew  me  into  defperate  ways, 

This  word  of  thine,  like  fun,  on  morning  ffoft, 
Hath  quite  diilblv'd,  and  all  is  calm  again. 

King.  The  broken  limb,  well  fet,  becomes 
more  (hong 

Than  thqfe  untoucli’d  by  any  injury. 

And  here,  my  lord,  by  this  we  do  affign  thee 
An  ample  lhare  of  conquer’d  Scottifli  lands. 

Kent.  You  make  me  overflow  with  gratitude ! 

1 dare  not  now  look  back  on  what  is  paft. 

King. 
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King,  Peace,  look  forward  man,  as  we  fhall 
do, 

And  let  oblivion  fwallow  all  gone  by. . 

Enter  a Noble. 

Nob.  My  liege,  there  is  a numerous  company 
On  the  way  hither— the  report  is  general. 

That  'tis  prince  Hoel  and  his  Cambrians, 

Coming  in  folemn  manner  to  do  homage 

For  ail  your  goodnefs.— 

King.  Herbert,  go  bring  them  in. — 

\_Exit  Herbert.  ' 

My  love,  on  love  we’ll  henceforth  build  our 
throne  ; 

I trull  from  hence  our  future  life  will  be 
F riended  of  peace  and  general  happinefs. 

Let  the  bafe  fouls,  whom  we  at  heart  detell, 

Force  way  to  honour  by  another  way, 

Than  thro’  high  virtue’s  fane — it  feems  to  us, 

That  we  do  imitate  the  heav’nly  powers. 

When  we  do  good  to  all — our  frown  lhall  be 
Noworfe  than  winter’s  cloud,  whofe  end  yetis, 
Warm  fummer’s  glory,  and  fair  autumn’s  fruits. 
—See  where  the  Cambriancomes,  with  head  fub- 
mifs : 

So  bows  the  fun-flower  higheft  of  all  flowers. 

Unto  its  friend  and  cherilher  the  fun. 

Enter  Hoel,  Leolyn,  ^c.  ^c.  Be. 

King.  Valour  of  Cambria,  noble  prince,  right 
welcome — 

Nay — kneel  not — arife — think  us  your  friend 

The  fword  is  Iheathed  now — forgot  the  pall 

No  words  on  that — we  know  what  you  would  fay, 

P We 
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,We  will  not  weigh  your  genVous  fpirit  down, 

As  to  permit  you  to  go  iiito  tale  : 

There  is  no  enmity  between  us  now. 

Hod,  Moft  noble,  you  do  rob  us  of  that  cafe 
We  thought  to  gain,  by  giving  to  your  ear 
Th'cxpreinon  of  our  fenfe  of  gratitude 
For  all — but  moll  for  life  of  our  dear  fon, 

Whofe  value  is  to  us  beyond  the  world. 

King.  Your  prize  of  him  outweighs  not  his  de- 
fert : 

Would  that  the  world  were  all  made  up  of  fuch ; 
We  then  might  truly  fay,  it  v;erc  the  dwelling 
Of  fouls  all  worthy  of  the  gods  regard. 

Hod.  Your  highnefs  needs  mull  favour  us  in 
this  : 

You  afk  the  tribute  which  our  fathers  paid 
For  an  age  pad — permit  us,  good  my  lord, 

To  double  it — that  fo  our  fenlc  of  kindnefs 
May  have  fome  feal  and  lading  teftimony. 

King.  Money  we’ll  have  none — Fll  tell  thee 
now, 

It  comes  into  my  thought,  moft  noble  prince, 
Seeing  your  lands  are  troubled  much  of  wolves, 
Whole  ravages  bear  defolation  with  them  ; 

Your ’tribute  of  bright 'gold  lhall  hence  ftand 
chang’d 

Into  three  hundred  heads  of  this  wild  creature, 
Which  year  by  year  ye  duly  fna-U  pay  down. 

From  this  ye  (hall  perceive  your  tribute  grow 
A blefting  to  you — your  rich  flocks  fiiall  fpread 
Each  mountain’s  fide,  and  wide  irriguous  vale. 
Which  now  are  horrid  wilds — for  poverty. 

Wealth  fhall  fpringup  in  every  nook  around : 
And  wherein  elfe  we  can  be  good  unto  you. 

Do  ftgn  thereof,  and  we  will  anfwer  it. 

Now' that  we  all  are  fettled  into  peace, 
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We  do  entreat  you  and  your  brave  companions. 
To  flay  and  feaft  with  us  for  certain  days; 

Then  fliall  ye  go  in  peace  to  your  domains, 

And  make  your  people  glad  with  happy  tidings.  - 
Pleafeyou  draw  near. 

\^Excu7Uomnei* 


Ekd  of  the  last  Act. 
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EPI  LOGUE. 

Scene  The  Wood. 

Re-enter  the  Genius,  as  Enchanter. 

And  now  our  charm  is  o'er — melted  to  air. 

Fled  like  a dream — a light-wing' d dream  of 
night, 

Exiflent  only  in  your  toward  hearts, 

If  not  in  vain  we’ve  rais’d  our  aBors  up. 

Ye  ve  feen  the  power  of  a noUe  fpirit, 

On  generous  fne-touch’d  minds. — Kings  hence  may 
learn. 

That  gentlenefs  wins  more  than  tzvo-edg'd fwords. 
Peace  conquers  more  than  war — links  frmef friends. 
And  builds  the  throne  on  perdurable  fiint. 

Earl  Ethelwold  is  no  more — peace  to  his  manes. 

His  treachery  well  deferv’d  his  fate — be  both  forgot. 
This  Edgar  now  records  a title  higher 
Than  ought  that  war  e’er  gave — “ the  peaceable 
Atchievcment  happief  ! — cJicrif  i’d  by  the  gods. — 

— And  now  farewel — ourutmof  tajk  is  done — 
Henietoyour  world  depart,  and  we  to  ours, 

Yet  ever  at  your  call  mof  prompt. 
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